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Unside 

Power  was  the  name  of  the  game  last  month  at  Metro 

Convention  Centre  as  Ontario’s  Progressive  Conservatives  gathered 
to  pick  a  new  leader. 

Now  that  the  season  for  good  tidings  has  arrived, 

we’ve  decided  to  suggest  a  few  local  drinking  holes  to  whet  those 
celebratory  appetites  out  there. 


This  month,  The  New  Edition  examines  the  fall  of  o 

America.  All  fields  are  covered,  as  we  point  out  flaws  in  the  J 

system  and  look  ahead  to  the  year  2000. 

King  Solomon  ’ s  Mines  may  sound  like  one  of  those  11 

classic  adventure  stories,  but  don’t  be  fooled.  This  may  well  be  the 
worst  movie  of  the  season. 
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Pelle  Lindbergh’s  blood  alcohol  level  at  the  time  of  his  death:  .24 
Number  of  drinks  required  in  4  hours  to  reach  that  level:  14 
Number  of  people  wrongly  convicted  of  capital  offenses  and  executed  in  the  U.S.A.  since  1900:  25 
As  a  percentage  of  all  people  executed  in  the  U.S.A.  since  1900:  7.7 
Percentage  of  women  assaulted  by  spouse  or  ex-spouse  who  required  medical  attention  in  Canada  in  1981:  27 
By  male  with  whom  no  marital  relation  exists:  6 
Number  of  football  players  per  1000  in  American  universities  who  will  play  professionally:  3 
Cost  of  6  ft  plush  Gumby  in  U.S.  dollars  in  1985:  495 
Average  annual  income  in  Ontario:  14,592 

Average  annual  income  of  delegate  at  PC  Leadership  Convention,  November  1985:  40,000 
Funds  allocated  for  beer  and  liquor  at  NCSC  co-ed  sports  banquet:  $950 
For  awards:  $250 

Wettest  month  in  Toronto  since  Christmas  1839:  9/1843 
Precipitation  in  centimeters:  248.2 
Precipitation  in  centimeters  in  November  1985:  xxxxx 
Percentage  of  Americans  who  believe  that  there  should  be  a  law  against  interracial  marriage:  27 
Percentage  of  black  children  in  America  living  under  the  poverty  line:  46.7 
Average  after  tax  profits  (as  a  percentage)  of  Japanese  companies:  1.4 


Of  average  U.S.  companies:  5.6 

Number  of  eligible  voters  who  didn’t  vote  in  the  1984  U.S.  Presidential  election  (in  millions):  67 
Population  of  Canada  (in  millions):  24 

Number  of  psuedonyms  used  by  The  New  Edition  editor  Robert  Gordon  in  1985-  8 
In  1981:0 

Average  length  of  Rorqual  whale’s  penis  in  feet:  10 
Number  of  Adolf  Hitler’s  testes:  1 
Sources  on  page  20. 
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Blood  Simple . 

•  BY  ROBERT  GORDON 

See  a  man  stand  over  a  dead  dog 
By  a  highway  in  the  ditch 
Looking  down  sort  of  puzzled 
Poking  the  dog  with  a  stick 
He’s  got  his  car  door  open 
Out  on  Highway  31 
Like  if  he  stood  there  long  enough 
The  dog  would  get  up  and  run. 

— Bruce  Springsteen 

Pelle  Lindbergh  is  dead.  That  for  the  moment,  and  on  into  the  forseeable 
future  is  all.  He  is  dead  [s  dead  and  doornails  forget. 

He  Is  not  dead  merely  because  he  drank,  although  he  drank  14  or  15  drinks 
after  his  last  game  with  the  Flyers.  He  is  not  dead  simply  because  he 
regularly  drove  his  Porsche  at  speeds  exceeding  120  mph.  He  is  dead  because 
he  drank  and  then  he  drove. 

Had  he  drunk  excessively  and  then  tended  goal  for  the  Flyers  he  would 
have  risked  death.  The  Mike  Bossys  and  Dale  Hawerchuks  of  the  NHL 
would  have  been  rifling  blistering  drives  at  him  while  he  stood  in  a  stupor 
unaware  and  unable  to  defend  himself.  Reasonably,  he  chose  not  to  do  so. 

Similarly,  to  have  positioned  himself  between  the  pipes  pissed  to  the  gills 
would  have  sold  out  GM  Bobby  Clarke,  his  fellow  players,  and  the  fans. 
Reasonably,  he  chose  not  to  do  so. 

As  outlined  earlier,  simply  and  undeniably  Pelle  Lindbergh  is  irredeemably 
dead  because  he  drank  bountiously  and  drove  dangerously.  This  young 
man  won  the  Vezina  trophy  during  the  1984-85  season.  Virtually  singlehan- 
dedly  he  carried  the  Flyers  to  the  Stanley  Cup  championship  series.  His  con¬ 
fidence,  co-ordination,  and  competitive  nature  carried  the  Flyers  to  the 


highlight  of  professional  hockey. 

Unfortunately,  none  of  these  achievements  can  alter  the  fact  that  he  is 
dead.  Nothing  can  alter  the  fact  that  he  is  dead.  Although  he  was  an  excep¬ 
tional  young  man  he  is  as  dead  as  anyone  of  us  could  be  if  we  drink  and 
drive. 

The  spectacle  the  media  provided,  attemtping  to  persuade  the  Flyers  team 
doctor  to  concede  that  there  was  a  1  in  1000  possibility  that  the  blood 
alcohol  level  test  was  wrong,  was  disgusting.  That  error  percentile  is  deemed 
low  enough  that  the  courts  in  both  Canada  and  the  USA  incarcerate  people 
on  the  strength  of  its  findings.  Merely  because  Pelle  Lindbergh  was  an  ex¬ 
cellent  goalie  cannot  assure  us  that  despite  the  medical  evidence  he  was  not 
drunk. 

in  a  similar  vein  a  letter  to  the  editor  of  The  Sun  argued  that  it  was  in 
poor  taste  to  emphasize  that  he  was  drunk  because  he  was  such  an  excellent 
athlete. 

He  was  drunk.  He  drove.  He  is  dead.  Frankly,  if  that  is  not  enough  there 
is  more  to  the  story.  The  cement  wall  that  broke  Lindbergh's  femur,  hip, 
pelvis,  and  crushed  is  brain  stem  was  constructed  to  protect  an  elementary 
school  from  errant  drivers,  drunk  or  otherwise.  Lindbergh  crashed  at  5:41 
am.  Had  he  crashed  three  hours  later  he  could  have  ended  the  lives  of 
dozens  of  children  along  with  his  own.  Does  playing  in  the  NHL  also  allow 
one  to  do  that?  If  his  life  alone  is  not  enough  to  open  our  eyes,  consider  the 
spectre  of  young  children  broken  over  his  vehicle. 

Booze  is  no  license  to  kill.  Drunk  driving  is  not  healthy  for  children  and 
other  living  things. 

“For  that  which  befalleth  the  sons  of  men  befalleth  beasts;  even  one  thing 
befaileth  them:  as  the  one  dieth,  so  dieth  the  other;  yea,  they  have  all  one 
breath;  so  that  a  man  hath  no  preeminence  above  a  beast:  for  all  is  vanity.” 

— Ecclesiastes,  3:19 


.  .  .  but  perhaps  not  in  vain 


•  BY  NIGEL  MILLER 

In  light  of  the  preceding  editorial  written  by  my  trusty  coleague,  there  is 
obviously  no  need  to  expound  upon  the  physical  details  regarding  the  demise 
of  one  of  professional  hockey’s  most  brilliant  performers.  There  is  but  one 
important  point,  however,  that  certainly  merits  consideration:  Mr.  Lin¬ 
dbergh,  it  seems,  did  not  sacrifice  his  life  in  vain. 

At  the  most  basic  level  Lindbergh  simply  made  a  conscious  decision  to  try 
his  hand  at  the  game  of  fate,  like  so  many  others  before  him  who  had  at¬ 
tempted  to  drive  while  in  a  state  of  intoxication.  (With  a  blood  alcohol  level 
of  .24  he  was  well  beyond  the  point  of  just  “feeling  happy”.)  On  this  oc¬ 
casion,  however,  Lindbergh  found  that  the  cards  were  stacked  against  him. 

The  fact  is  that  many  sports  fans  considered  Lindbergh  a  prodigy.  His 
statistics,  while  defending  the  cage  for  the  Philadelphia  Flyers  last  year  speak 
for  themselves.  As  a  result,  it  was  not  at  all  surprising  that  Lindbergh’s 
death  received  a  horde  of  media  attention  and  sent  shock  waves  throughout 
the  sports  world.  Such  publicity,  one  can  argue,  could  not  have  come  at  a 
better  time. 

As  Lindbergh’s  body  was.  being  flown  home  to  Sweden  for  burial,  the 
Court  of  Appeal  here  in  Ontario  was  dearly  expressing  its  impatience  and 
frustration  with  the  lenience  of  penalties  against  drunk  drivers.  The  Court 
emphasized  the  fact  that  token  fines  and  light  jail  sentences  had  done 
nothing  to  keep  impaired  drivers  off  the  province’s  roads  and  that  it  was 
time  to  hit  all  offenders  more  harshly.  While  this  opinion  will  undoubtedly 
increase  the  power  of  Crown  attorneys  across  the  province  attempting  to 
persuade  judges  to  impose  heavier  sentences,  the  major  breakthrough  has 
been  the  planned  amendments  to  the  Highway  Traffic  Act,  which  provided 
for  the  mandatory  suspension  of  an  offender’s  drivers  license  for  one  year 
and  allowed  for  the  possibility  of  a  jail  sentence  on  the  first  offence. 

Lindbergh’s  accident,  then,  provided  the  government  with  a  timely 
weapon  against  an  activity  that  is  at  last  becoming  socially  unacceptable. 
Within  the  same  week  drivers  in  Ontario  became  painfully  aware  of  both  the 
legal  and  the  potential  physical  ramifications  of  getting  behind  the  wheel  af¬ 
ter  a  bout  with  alcohol. 

It  has  become  a  tradition  in  hockey,  more  than  any  other  sport  perhaps, 
for  teams  to  drink  together.  Afterwards  they  are  always  more  than  likely  to 
drive  home.  “We  accepted  it  as  part  of  sports,"  Bobby  Clarke,  the  Flyers’ 

Then  again  . . 

•  BY  SCOTT  HARDSE 

So  it’s  been  a  long,  tiresome  day  and  you’re  ready  to  go  home.  But  first 
the  traditional  drink  or  two  with  your  friends  at  your  favourite  watering 
hole;  then  you  make  that  same  monotonous  drive  home:  same  route,  same 
surroundings,  same  radio  station.  Ah,  but  there’s  gonna  be  a  difference. 
Remember  those  yellow  cruisers  that  resemble  N.Y.  taxis?  You  know, 
Toronto’s  finest,  the  police.  Well,  you  can  bet  your  last  beer  that  you’ll  be 
seeing  more  of  them  during  this  festive  season.  They'll  be  out  en  mass  at 
spot  checks  throughout  the  city  waiting  for  all  you  cowboys  and  indians 
who  drink  and  drive. 

So  what,  you  ask.  You've  only  had  a  couple  of  drinks,  ain’t  nothing  to 
worry  about.  You’re  OK,  right?  Wrong!  For  many,  if  not  most  people,  two 
or  three  drinks  in,  say,  one  hour  will  mean  over  0.08%  alcohol  in  your 


general  manager,  said  after  Lindbergh's  death.  “I  probably  didn’t  have  a 
teammate  who  didn’t  do  what  he  did.  We’ll  put  some  rules  in  now  ...  too 
late.” 

Lindbergh’s  death  will  not  have  been  a  complete  waste,  however,  if 
general  managers  around  the  league  are  forced  to  make  some  changes  in 
their  team’s  social  practices.  While  this  would  certainly  provide  no  solace 
for  Lindbergh’s  family,  it  could  conceivably  save  a  lot  of  grief  for  other 
families  in  the  future. 

To  bring  the  issue  even  closer  to  home,  university  students,  like  hockey 
players,  generally  tend  to  complement  their  social  activities  with  an  abun¬ 
dance  of  alcohol.  As  Christmas  approaches  such  indulgence  will  un¬ 
doubtedly  be  multiplied.  It  may  also  be  accompanied  by  the  need  for  tran¬ 
sportation  from  one  place  to  the  next.  Before  settling  in  behind  the  wheel  of 
a  car  and  turning  the  key  in  the  ignition,  however,  one  is  advised  to  stop  and 
think  for  a  moment.  If  the  potential  for  a  hefty  fine,  a  suspended  license  or 
a  few  months  in  a  prison  don’t  provide  enough  deterrence,  then  maybe  a 
short  reflection  upon  Lindbergh’s  demolished  Porsche  930  Turbo  will. 

While  Lindbergh’s  eyes  were  sharp  enough  to  consistently  locale  and  stop 
tiny  black  rubber  disc  as  it  flew  towards  him  at  speeds  upwards  of  100  miles 
per  hour,  it  was  already  too  late  when  his  eyes  managed  to  focus  upon  the 
30-yard-wide  white  concrete  wall  that  ended  his  life.  Any  person,  regardless 
of  how  great  a  driver  they  claim  to  be,  is  asking  for  trouble  by  driving, 
especially  at  an  excessive  speed,  while  trying  to  cope  with  the  effect  of  in¬ 
sobriety.  This  is  essentially  the  point  that  Lindbergh’s  death  has  brought  to 

The  newspapers,  therefore,  have  missed  the  boat  by  emphasizing  the  fact 
that  Lindbergh  was  not  usually  a  drinker.  While  his  accident  was  indeed  a 
tragic  affair,  the  point  is  that  he  did  drink  and  he  did  drive.  The  choice, 
without  a  doubt,  was  his  to  make,  and  therefore  the  fault  is  entirely  his  own. 
Nevertheless,  Lindbergh’s  death  will  have  served  some  purpose  if  it  forces 
the  next  intoxicated  individual  to  take  a  second  thought  about  attempting  to 
negotiate  the  roads.  As  evidenced  by  its  thousands  of  victims  every  year, 
drinking  and  driving  can  result  in  consequences  that  are  paramount  to  both 
suicide  and  murder.  The  game  of  fate,  unfortunately,  plays  no  favourites. 

The  New  Edition  wishes  all  of  its  readers  a  happy  and.  above  all,  a  safe 
festive  season. 


blood  to  the  cops.  Translated  into  more  practical  terms,  you  will 
automatically  have  your  license  revoked  for  at  least  a  year,  regardless  if 
you’re  a  first  offender  or  not. 

You’re  steamin’  mad.  You’re  PISSED  OFF  and  you  have  every  right  to 
be.  A  level  of  0.08%  is  indubitably  unreasonable.  Sure,  for  some  it  may  be 
just  enough  to  screw  ’em  up,  but,  folks,  here’s  the  problem:  the  regulation 
has  been  applied  across  the  board  in  that  great  tradition  of  Canadian  univer¬ 
sality.  Regardless  of  your  weight  and  other  autonomous  factors  that  might 
come  into  effect,  if  you’re  pushing  0.08%  or  over  when  your  favourite 
fiatfoot  pulls  you  over,  you  will  lose  your  license.  And  don't  forget  that  this 
gives  John  Cop  a  great  opportunity  to  check  your  car  thoroughly  for  any 
illicit  materials.  My  advice,  make  damn  sure  you  leave  your  party  favourites 

continued  on  page  5 
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An  alternative  perspective  on  peace 


•  BY  NOORA  AKHAVAN 

In  recent  years,  especially  after  the 
Second  World  War  with  the  advent  of 
the  hippy  movement  and  now  the 
Greeham  Common  women, peace  has 
become  a  topical  issue.  Thus,  a  series 
of  three  lectures  on  the  Bahai  perspec¬ 
tive  of  peace  offered  at  the  Ontario 
Institute  for  Studies  in  Education 
(OISE),  which  coincided  remarkably 
well  with  the  recent  summit  talks  in 
Geneva,  provided  many  with  food  for 
thought. 

The  Bahai  faith  is  a  world  religion, 
founded  approximately  142  years  ago 
by  Bahaullah  in  Persia.  The  Bahais 
believe  in  the  unity  of  mankind  and 
world  peace,  the  former  being  the 
prerequisite  of  the  latter.  Not  sur¬ 
prisingly,  therefore,  the  lectures,  titled 
“Requisites  for  World  Peace”, 
"Unity:  the  Creative  Foundation  for 
Peace”  and  "The  Achievement  of 
Peace:  A  Bahai  Perspective "  had 
three  respective  themes  in  common: 
the  futility  and  “inhumanity”  of 
aggression,  the  innate  nobility  of 
man  and  the  inevitability  of  peace. 

Dr.  D.  Smith,  Assistant  Professor 
of  Ophthalmology  at  the  University 
of  Toronto  and  Head  of  the  Orthop¬ 
tics  Department,  Hospital  for  Sick 
Children,  pointed  out  the  negative 

way  in  which  we  regard  peace  -  as  an 
absence  of  war,  rather  than  a  positive 
state,  as  a  result  of  "unity  of 
relations”.  He  emphasized  man’s 
potential  for  good,  his  inherent 

capacity  for  construction  as  opposed 
to  destruction,  his  soul  in  contrast  to 
his  animal  body  which  he  called  “the 
physical  vehicle”  for  this  "human 

reality”. 

Dr.  H.  Danesh,  former  Assistant 
Professor  of  Psychiatry  and  Family 
medicine  at  the  University  of  Ottawa, 
emphasized  man’s  ability  to  achieve 
that  which  he  truly  desires:  hence  his 
ability  to  “fly”.  He  compared 
mankind  to  a  human  body,  which  like 
the  cells  of  the  body  have  to  live  in 
harmony  in  order  to  survive:  hence 

the  inevitability  of  peace.  One  of  the 
highlights  of  Dr.  Danesh's  talk  was 
his  mention  of  the  Bahais  in  Iran, 
whose  persecution,  despite  numerous 
resolutions  passed  by  the  United 
Nations  (another  one  is  in  the  offing) 
and  pleas  made  on  their  behalf  by 
Heads  of  State  including  Reagan,  has 


Delegates  at  the  Bahai  Peace  Conference 
not  stopped.  He  concluded  by  stating 
that  peace  is  not  a  hobby  to  be  pur¬ 
sued  intermittently,  but  rather  a  way 
of  life,  a  condition  of  being. 

The  third  and  last  speaker,  Dr.  W. 
Hatcher,  Prof,  of  Mathematics  at 


Laval  University,  set  out  to  prove, 
very  methodically,  that  man  is  not  in¬ 
nately  aggressive.  Quoting  Richard 
Leaky,  a  leading  authority  on  the 
social  evolution  of  man,  Dr.  Hatcher 
maintained  that,  without  co¬ 


operation,  man  as  a  species  could  not 
have  survived,  regardless  of  his  in¬ 
telligence.  He  also  emphasized  the 
capacities  of  the  human  soul  as  op¬ 
posed  to  the  physical  body,  the 
capacity  for  conscious  action,  for 
altruism,  for  peace  as  opposed  to  in¬ 
stinctive,  conditioned  reactions  and 
reflexes. 

Coincidently,  these  lectures  were 
followed  a  week  later  by  the  first  an¬ 
nual  conference  of  the  Association 
for  Bahai  Studies  at  the  University  of 
Toronto,  where  representatives  from 
the  United  Nations,  Katimavik  and 
WUSC  were  present  to  expound  upon 
the  themes  of  the  Internation  Youth 
Year  1985:  participation,  develop¬ 
ment  and  peace.  Included  were  talks 
on  career  consciousness,  com¬ 
munications  and  native  youth.  The 
affair  was  attended  by  approximately 
50  people,  a  modest  turn  out  for  a  fir¬ 
st  conference. 


Stephen  Lewis  at  it  again 


By  Angelo  D'Ascanio 

Mr.  Stephen  Lewis,  the  Canadian 
Ambassador  to  the  U.N.,  brought  his 
finely  tuned  oratorical  skills  to  U  of 
T’s  Convocation  Hall  on  Monday, 
November  18.  the  occasion  was  the 
Learnxs  Foundation  lecture  series  in 
honour  of  the  International  Year  of 
the  Youth.  Sponsored  by  the  Toronto 
Board  of  Education  and  U  of  T,  Mr. 
Lewis,  the  final  speaker  in  the  series, 
addressed  the  topic  of  "Public 
Education  for  World  Citizenship.” 

That  current  international  issues 
should  be  an  important  part  of  the 
curriculum  in  public  school  education 
was  Mr.  Lewis’  message  for  the 
evening.  In  all  his  romantic  eloquen¬ 
ce,  Mr.  Lewis  explained  how  this 
belief  arose  from  the  coupling  of  two 
of  his  previous  convictions  with  his 
experience  at  the  U.N. 

Mr.  Lewis  recalled  his  days  spent 
"indolently”  wandering  around  the 
province  of  Ontario  speaking  to 
public  school  teachers  on  professional 
development  days.  "Not  impeded  by 
any  knowledge  of  facts',’  Mr.  Lewis 
had  two  main  concerns:  public  school 
education  was  becoming  too  clinical 


with  its  emphasis  on  math,  science, 
and  computers  at  the  expense  of  the 
social  sciences;  and  more  contem¬ 
porary  issues  -  peace,  disarm- 
mament,  women’s  questions,  the  arms 
race,  etc. — should  be  introduced  on  a 
more  permanent  basis. 


Indolent  Wanderer,  a.k.a.  Stephen  Lewis 

At  the  U.N.  Mr.  Lewis  came  to 
realize  that  whatever  the  imperfec¬ 
tions  of  the  U.N.  it  believes  profoun¬ 
dly  in  the  issues  it  debates:  "It  speaks 
from  the  heart.”  This  experience 


along  with  Mr.  Lewis’  constant  con¬ 
tact  with  nongovernmental 
organizations  (for  example,  Amnesty 
International)  which  keep  delegates  to 
the  U.N.  “on  their  toes”,  caused  him 
to  begin  to  understand  the  meaning  of 
‘world  citizenship.’ 

Mr.  Lewis  explained  that  it  was 
essential  for  youngsters  to  study  the 
arms  race,  apartheid,  aid,  famine 
relief,  the  significance  of  cash  crops 
versus  indigenous  crops,  Namibia, 
Afghanistan. ..Why?  Because  inter¬ 
national  issues  will  continue  to  affect 
us  in  the  future.  Only  debate  on  con¬ 
temporary  international  issues  will 
prepare  young  students  for  that  time. 
He  presented  the  example  of  future 
cruise  missile  testing  in  Canada  and 
added  that  today’s  students  must  be 
taught  to  deal  intelligently  with 
tomorrow’s  problems. 

“If  the  world  is  to  change,”  con¬ 
cluded  Mr.  Lewis,  “the  substance  of  a 
sometimes  lunical  world  has  to  be 
discussed.”  He  warned  that  “time  is 
running  out”  and  that  if  you  don’t 
have  a  “breadth  of  vision”  in  the 
school  system  now,  then  you  won’t 
have  it  in  the  next  generation. 


Freedom  yes,  apartheid  no 


•  BY  ANGELO  VESOVSKI  AND  ANGELO 
D’ASCANIO 

“It’s  not  a  debate,  it’s  a  war!”  These  sentiments, 
expressed  by  an  anti-apartheid  protestor,  charac¬ 
terized  the  general  atmosphere  in  the  Hart  House 
Debates  Room  on  November  14,  where  Mr.  Glen 
A.  Babb,  the  South  African  Ambassador  to 
Canada,  was  assaulted  by  Mr.  Lennox  Farrell,  a 
leading  spokesman  for  the  anti-apartheid  coalition. 
Mr.  Farrell’s  assault  against  apartheid,  however,  had 
begun  much  earlier  that  evening.  At  7:30  p.m.  while 
waiting  in  line  to  be  admitted  to  the  Debates  Room, 
Mr.  Farrell  was  engaged  in  an  energetic  argument  in 
which  he  claimed  that  "having  Mr.  Babb  at  a 
debate  on  divestment  was  equal  to  having  Hitler  or 
Goering  being  invited  to*  debate  the  Holocaust.” 
Mr.  Farrell  suggested  that  this  was  an  occasion  for 
censorship.  Mr.  Babb,  he  claimed,  should  not  be 
given  the  opportunity  to  glorify  his  government’s 
policies.  These  had  long  been  a  world  scandal. 

The  debate  resolution  slated:  “Resolved  that 
the  West  should  not  divest  its  holdings  in  South 
africa."  The  real  issue,  however,  was  apartheid. 
The  most  eloquent  speaker  from  the  floor  was  Mr. 


Paul  Idahosa,  a  Nigerian  graduate  student  at  U  of 
T  and  a  vocal  member  of  the  anti-apartheid 
coalition.  “You  cannot  intellcctualize  apartheid,” 
claimed  Mr.  Idahosa.  He  added  that  you  can’t 
debate  the  “mickey-mouse  issue”  of  divestment,  as 
it  is  too  late  for  this.  The  real  issue  is  apartheid;  the 
development  of  the  one  man  one  vote  principle. 

The  following  speaker  from  the  nay  side  of  the 
floor,  Mr.  Gerald  Paconia,  a  black  South  African 
approached  Ambassador  Babb  and  asserted  that  all 
he  wanted  to  do  was  to  be  able  to  sit  across  from 
him  as  an  equal.  Paconia  cried  for  an  environment 
where  Mr.  Babb's  skin  colour  did  not  make  him  a 
"demi-god.”  Mr.  Paconia  claimed  democracy  en¬ 
tailed  the  rule  of  the  majority;  and  the  majority  of 
blacks  in  South  Africa  say  no  to  apartheid.  The 
South  African  government,  therefore,  had  no  right 
to  stop  the  will  of  the  majority. 

When  these  speakers  took  to  the  floor  to  express 
their  views  it  was  clear  that  only  the  oppressed 
really  knew  the  feeling  of  apartheid.  A  debate  did 
not  do  justice  to  what  South  African  blacks  felt 
These  people  are  fighting  for  an  intrinsic  right:  to 
be  human. 

The  final  speaker  of  the  evening  was  to  be  the 


‘Honorary  Visitor’,  Ambassador  Babb.  Babb  was 
chanted  down  by  the  anti-apartheid  protestors.  The 
question  of  whether  Mr.  Babb  should  have  been 
allowed  to  speak  burns  on.  While  his  views  and  per¬ 
son  are  definitely  the  embodiment  of  the  South 
African  government’s  repugnant  racial  policies, 
many  contend  that  to  not  allow  him  to  speak  was  a 
breach  of  the  principle  of  free  speech.  Yet  again, 
others  contend,  there  is  a  point  where  this  ‘freedom 
ceases’.  They  argue  that  one  must  not  confuse  the 
concepts  of  liberty  and  licence.  Freedom  of  speech 
does  not  guarantee  the  right  to  publish  hate 
literature. 

In  defense  of  Mr.  Farrell,  we  invoke  the  arguments 

of  the  late  Reinhold  Niebuhr  who  insisted  that 
even  sinful  man  has  the  duty  of  acting  against  evil 
in  the  world.  Our  sins,  and  the  sins  of  our  society, 
could  not  justify  our  standing  apart  from  South 
Africa’s  struggle.  To  those  who  believe  that  we 
should  not  ‘pick’  on  South  Africa  because  other 
regimes  may  be  evil  we  leave  you  with  Rev. 
Niebuhr’s  famous  words:  “O  God,  give  us  the 
serenity  to  accept  what  cannot  be  changed,  courage 
to  change  what  should  be  changed,  and  the  wisdom 
to  distinguish  the  one  from  the  other.” 
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at  home  or  at  the  office.  Better  still,  smoke  'em,  pop  ’em,  inject  ’em,  or 
whatever,  and  really  give  the  cops  something  to  think  about:  "Hey,  man, 
like  you  know  how  much  booze  I’ve  been  drinkin';  why  don’t  you  tel!  me 
how  much  DOPE’S  in  me.  Huh,  what  about  it?”  Scratch  that  thought. 

Repercussions,  let’s  talk  repercussions.  Without  a  doubt,  legal  fees  are 
going  to  skyrocket.  More  and  more  victims  of  this  travesty  of  justice  will  be 
refuting  their  charges.  For  those  unlucky  numbers  of  seasoned  booze  hounds 
on  whom  a  couple  of  drinks  has  little  affect,  the  loss  of  a  license  is  the  crime 
and  not  the  0.03%  alcohol  level  in  their  blood.  They’re  going  to  fight  the 
system  tooth  and  nail.  More  cases,  higher  fees,  and  a  judicial  bottleneck,  all 
because  of  a  universal  law  that  is  applied  to  individuals. 

Don’t  be  misled.  Every  one  of  those  bastards  who  are  definitely  under  the 
influence  of  alcohol,  shit-faced,  and  still  insist  on  driving  are  most  definitely 
a  threat  to  society.  They  are  the  ones  to  be  punished.  They  have  a  helluva  lot 
more  alcohol  in  their  systems  than  0.08%.  Nevertheless,  this  regulation  still 
remains  a  threat  to  the  greatest  of  rights,  the  right  to  drink.  Cheers! 


LETTERS 


Varsity:  school  of  journalism?? 

Dear  Sirs: 

Re:  Margaret  Hoogeveen’s  letter 


(Varsity  Referendum:  New  Edition, 
Tuesday  November  5) 

While  I  understand  the  spirit  with 
which  Margaret  Hoogeveen’s  pro- 
Varsity  letter  is  written,  I  disagree 
with  one  of  the  main  points  raised  in 
her  letter.  The  claim  which 
Hoogeveen  makes  that  The  Varsity  is 
“functioning  in  our  role  as  the  unof¬ 
ficial  school  of  journalism  at  U  of  T” 
is  both  unfair  and  untrue.  There  are 
numerous  other  papers  at  U  of  T  such 
as  The  Mike,  The  Strand,  The  New 
Edition,  The  Gargoyle,  The  Un¬ 
derground,  the  newspaper,  etc.  etc. 
offering  students  the  chance  to  learn 
about  journalism  in  the  same  way  that 
The  Varsity  does.  To  say  that  The 
Varsity  serves  as  the  unofficial  school 
of  journalism  at  U  of  T  is  to  negate 
or  at  best  ignore,  the  tremendous  con¬ 
tribution  made  by  numerous  students 
at  newspapers,  literary  journals  etc. 
across  U  of  T. 

Furthermore,  while  The  Varsity  is 
undoubtedly -the  big  kid  on  the 
block— two  issues  or  three  issues  a 
week  notwithstanding — it  is  unfair  to 


imply  that  other  campus  newspapers 
are  not  “dedicated  to  something 
larger”  than  themselves  and  their  own 
interests  (to  use  Hoogeveen’s  words). 
While  different  papers  may  have  dif¬ 
ferent  readership  constituencies,  each 
in  its  own  way  is  a  bona  fide  jour¬ 
nalistic  effort,  often  covering  a  wide 
range  of  issues.  These  papers  could 
hardly  survive  or  maintain  a  loyal 
readerhsip  if  they  were  helplessly  self- 
centered.  In  "act,  in  case  Ms. 
Hoogeveen  dr.  '  not  know,  many 
times  in  the  past  few  years  these 
‘smaller’  papers  have  done  a  better 
job  than  The  Varsity  and  have  done 
so  With  fewer  staff  and  more  limited 
facilities. 

The  great  diversity  of  the  many 
papers  at  U  of  T — unmatched  by  any 
other  Canadian  university  I  know 
of— is  a  very  good  thing  indeed,  and 
should  not  be  carelessly  overlooked  or 
underestimated. 

Michael  T.  Karapita 
(Editor,  University  of  Toronto 
Review,  1982-83 
Editor,  Acta  Victoriana,  193-85 
City  Editor,  The  Strand,  1984-85 


DATELINE  DECEMBER  3 

1857  Birth  of  Joseph  Conrad  in  Berdichev 

1892  Federal  Ministry  of  Trade  and  Commerce  established 

1894  Death  of  R.  L.  Stevenson 

1919  Death  of  Auguste  Renoir  in  Samoa 

1921  Canadian  Badminton  Association  established 

1935  Plastic  surgery  performed  on  King  Leopold  of  Belgium  in  London 

1945  Boycott  of  Jewish  goods  in  Palestine  proclaimed  by  Arab  League 

1967  First  heart  transplant  performed  by  Christian  Barnard  in  Capetown 

1980  Sir  Oswald  Mosely  died  in  exile  in  Paris 


CHRISTMAS  GREETINGS 


A 

“Versa  sss®xr 

services  «*££&* 

A  Division  of  VS  Service  Lid. 

N.C.  Scand 


Hello  sports  fans!  Bad  news  first 
kiddies,  it  seems  those  wonderful 
people  at  NCSC  aren’t  willing  to  face 
the  mighty  New  Edition  in  a  ball 
hockey  match.  Hoping  to  show  at 
least  some  spirit,  that  epitomy  of 
vacillation,  Neil  Graham,  has 
challenged  our  own  reporter  Randy 
Brant  to  a  wrestling  match  mano-a- 
mano.  Surely  these  guys  will  pul  on  an 
unforgettable  show,  but  guys,  isn’t  it 
time  bygones  were  made  bygones? 

Other  stuff  indues  rez  house  reps. 
Whitton’s  Doris  Littkemann’s  birth¬ 
day  party  went  over  well.  Although 
slightly  embarrassed  when  her 
•present’  (Vince  the  stripper) 
disrobed,  daring  Doris  managed  to 
regain  her  composure  and  took  the 
situation  “well  in  hand”.  Wilson 
leader  James  “the  Iguana”  Keller  was 
reported  by  our  chief  informant, 
Wanda  Kruton,  to  have  been  caught 
embezzling  the  profits  from  the 
Wilson/ Vanier  Hallowe’en  Party.  Ap¬ 
parently  Mr.  Keller  was  caught  when 
some  Vanier  girls  spotted  him  at  Travel 
Cuts  booking  a  flight  to  Cuba.  Also, 
Monique  Prevent  of  Car  House  was 
called  down  for  a  visit  with  Dean 
Taylor  after  her  disturbed  childhood 
resurfaced  in  the  guise  of  her  “Cab¬ 
bage  Patch  kid  murders”  pumpkin. 

Speaking  of  Dean  Taylor,  Wanda 
tells  me  that  stray  cats  are  being  kept 
on  her  balcony  for  ‘secret’  zoology 


experiments.  Yuck,  1  can  just  imagine 
those  cute  kitties  cautiously  wandering 
up  there  hoping  for  a  little  ‘breakie’... 

Brief  flashes:  Roscoe’s  rascal  Gerry 
Smith  is  settling  down  with  a  38  year 
old  divocee  he  met  in  his  Philosophy 
classes.  Boulton  House  rep  Tom 
Sheppard  is  said  to  be  changing  his 
major  from  Engineering  to  music,  at 
least  those  secret  piano  lessons  aren’t 
a  waste  of  time.  Eugene  Cipparone 
isn’t  going  to  be  included  this  time 
cuz  he  hasn't  shut  up  from  last  mon¬ 
th’s  mention.  Social  commissioner 
Tony  Psacharopoulos  tells  me  he’s  fed 
up  with  the  stream  of  female  visitors 
he  has.  Seems  Tony-boy  can't  get 
enough  work  done,  so  from  now  on 
only  ‘serious’  callers  need  apply.  And 
what  of  Madam  Milk  and  Rez  Prez 
Hancock?  Parties  till  three  a.m.? 
Quien  sabe?  Course  by  then  I’d  be 
fast  asleep  so  we’ll  let  Wanda  try  to 
catch  them  next  time.  Auf  Wieder- 
shen. 


MERRY  CHRISTMAS  AND  A  HAPPY  NEW  YEAR 

FROM 

MARSHALL  MACKLINE  &  MONEGHAN 
275  DUNCAN  MILL  ROAD 
DON  MILLS,  ONTARIO 
M3B 2Y1 


Ormond  Beach  10  s37900 

EXPRESS  MOTOR  COACH  TOURS 


Stay  at  the  Pagoda  Mold.  .  .Right on  the 
Bench  and  close  to  the  Daytona  Strip. 
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Discover 

TRAVELWAYS  TOURS 
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Carlton  Inn  Hotel 

30  Carlton  St.  (Yonge  &  College/Carlton), 
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The  New  Edition 


Youth  delegates  do  it  for  Larry 


Choosing  a  new  leader 


BY  LOIS  MERMELSTEIN 

Forty-odd  years  in  power  is  a  long 
time.  So  is  a  weekend  at  a  leadership 
convention. 

When  you  are  forcibly  shoved  out 
of  the  plush  Queen's  Park  cabinet  of¬ 
fices  to  stand  blinking  stupidly  in  (he 
sunlight  of  the  outside  world,  you  go 
partially  to  pieces.  You  blame  your 
leader,  who  you  never  really  liked 
anyway,  and  scheme  behind  his  back 
until  he  resigns.  You  mutter  dark 
threats  aimed  at  the  socialist  alliance 
that  stole  your  victory  from  your 

asp.  Then  when  you  try  to  put  all 
the  pieces  back  together,  you  discover 
that  the  only  thing  that  was  really  im¬ 
portant  was  power.  It  still  is. 

When  you  enter  a  political  conven¬ 
tion  as  a  journalist,  blinking  stupidly 
in  the  fluorescents  of  a  completely 
self-contained  world  of  hoopla,  you 
go  partially  to  pieces.  You  blame 
yourself,  and  wonder  why  you  ever 
schemed  for  these  credentials.  You 
mutter  dark  threats  aimed  at  the 
political  alliance  that  wants  to  steal 
your  story  from  your  grasp,  to  replace 
it  with  a  rosier  one  of  its  own.  Then 
when  you  try  to  put  all  the  pieces 
back  together,  you  discover  that  the 
only  thing  that  was  really  important 
was  power,  H  still  is. 


Tn  contrast  to  the  province- wide 

campaign  leading  up  to  this,  the  con¬ 
vention  itself  starts  off  quietly,  but 
with  a  sense  of  anticipation. 
Delegates,  alternates,  observers,  and 
media  line  up  for  l.D.  tags.  Private 
politicking  is  of  course  going  on,  but 
the  calm  is  only  broken  by  the  three 
candidates,  Grossman,  Timbrell,  and 


Pope,  and  their  entourages  coming  to 

register,  surrounded  by  TV  cameras. 

Twenty-four  hours  later,  on  Friday, 
the  scene  is  completely  different.  The 
delegates  have  gathered  to  say 
farewell  to  the  ill-fated  Frank  Miller, 
•f'but  they’re  far  more  interested  in  who 
La  his  successor  will  be.  Anything  Miller 
«■  says  is  suspect— he’s  a  loser,  and  these 
*7  people  desperately  want  to  believe 
“  they’re  still  the  winners  they’ve  always 
been. 

After  Miller’s  speech,  the  three 
candidates  “debate  the  issues.”  The 
only  real  issue  is  who’ll  be  the  next 
leader,  and  the  debate  consists  mostly 
of  stock  answers  to  what  appear  to  be 
planted  questions.  No  one  says 
anything  new. 

This  party  could  spend  its  lime 
debating  many  issues,  but  the  only 
ones  addressed  in  public  are  candidate 
style  and  separate  school  funding.  The 
only  ones  addressed  in  private  are  can¬ 
didate  style  and  the  Big  Blue  Machine. 
The  reason  for  this  is  simple-winqers 
don’t  debate  issues  that  might  divide 
the  party;  they  keep  to  the  center  and 
try  to  be  everything  to  everyone  .  In 
spite  of  what  went  down  this  summer, 
these  people  are  so  used  to  being  win¬ 
ners  that  the  only  thing  they  can  think 
of  is  getting  back  into  power,  an  event 
thought  of  in  terms  of  "when”,  not 
"if.” 

Much  the  same  thing  is  apparent 
Friday  evening,  as  the  three  can¬ 
didates  make  their  final  speeches  as 
candidates.  The  emphasis  is  on  gim¬ 
mickry.  Allan  Pope  forgoes  a  demon¬ 
stration  to  speak  from  a  chair  in  the 
crowd.  He  gives  a  speech  a  lot  of 
Grossman  workers  claim  was  fantastic 
as  they  woo  Pope’s  delegates  away. 


“Anyone  who  supports  a  PC  in  his 
quest  for  the  leadership  wants 
something  In  the  future.” 

—Glen  Benway,  Pope  observer 


Timbrell  and  Grossman  have  large, 
long  demonstrations,  and  correspon¬ 
dingly  shorter  speeches.  Both  groups 
sing  their  campaign  song  (the  first  of 
many,  many  times  this  weekend),  and 
both  try  to  look  powerful  and  spec¬ 
tacular  for  the  TV  cameras.  High 
points,  according  to  gossip  in  the 
crowd,  are  Timbrell’s  green  dragon 
and  Grossman’s  portable  neon  signs 
flashing  "Larry.”  Their  speeches 
don’t  count,  only  their  respective 
numbers  of  fanatic  dclgates/workcrs. 

Youth  delegates  and  workers  are 
the  key  to  any  successful  leadership 
campaign.  They  can  be  relied  on  to 
spend  hours  in  the  cold,  waiting  for 
the  doors  to  the  convention  floor  to 
open  so  they  can  grab  the  best  seats  to 
look  good  for  the  cameras.  Tiin- 
brcll’s  delegates  can  even  be  relied  on 


“I’m  not  gonna  mention  anything 

about  Larry  Grossman  being  a 
Jew,  but  I’m  sure  not  gonna  stop 
saying  he’s  awful  short." 
—overheard  In  Pope’s  hospitality 
suite 

“Come  join  us  on  Team  Timbrell, 
’cause  you  know  we’re  walkin’ 
tall.” 

—Timbrell  campaign  sang 


for  farce,  as  they  parade  through  the 
building  with  sparklers.  The  sight  of 
forty-odd  fanatics  marching  around 
singing,  “We’re  walkin’  tall”  while 
fire  alarms  howled  and  security  people 
panicked  is  a  sight  for  eyes  sore  of 
planned  political  machinations. 

Friday  evening,  after  the  speeches, 
the  real  action  gets  into  gear.  At 
Grossman’s  youth  “party  of  the 
future”,  female  PCs  throw  themselves 
at  their  male  counterparts  as  the  band 
plays  Rolling  Stones  tunes.  Over  at 
the  Royal  York,  Timbrell’s  youth 
hospitality  suite  is  filling  up  with 
drank  high  schoolers,  as  the  word 
spreads  that  this  is  where  the  free 
booze  is.  Fourteen-year- 

old  Colin  McCallum,  here  as  an  ob¬ 
server  because  he  helped  out  on  Tim- 
brell’s  campaign  after  school, 
enlightens  all  around  him  with  gems 
of  wisdom:  he’s  a  PC  because 
“they’re  the  farthest  right  wing  and 
I’m  the  farthest  right  wing,” 

At  Pope’s  hospitality  suite,  far 
from  the  TV  cameras  and  most  of  the 
media  pack,  the  real  deals  are  going 
down. 

Well  into  the  free  drinks  is  Glen 
Benway,  Pope  observer.  What  he  ob¬ 
serves  is  that  Grossman  is  short.  This 
prompts  a  discussion  of  the  relative 
heights  of  Grossman,  Hitler,  and 
Bruce  Springsteen.  From  here  we  start 
discussing  The  New  Edition's  essay 
purchases,  and  a  high-priced  lawyer 
nearby  says  he  wouldn’t  write  essays 
for  only  S200  a  day.  Maybe  "my 
values  arc  perverted,"  he  confesses. 

Next  1  overhear  Grossman  fixer 
Gerry  Langlois  setting  up  a  meeting 
with  The  Candidate  for  a  Pope 
delegate  who  wants  to  switch  sides. 
Langlois  says  he’s  got  power  in 
Grossman’s  campaign  because  he’s  a 
francophone,  and  he’s  supporting 
Grossman  because  francophones  do 
better  with  a  member  of  another 
minority  group.  He  seems  to  think 
I’m  a  threat  of  some  sort,  and  sends 
me  over  to  Grossman’s  hospitality 
suite  on  a  wild  goose  chase. 

Grossman’s  suite,  where  the  drinks 
are  not  free,  is  by  contrast  very  dead. 
I  return  to  Pope’s  where  the  politcal 
fever  is  higher  and  the  people  are 
drunker. 

There  1  meet  a  Pope  organizer  from 


Timmins  (Pope’s  home  town)  who  in¬ 
sists  Good  Old  Allan  has  600  first 
votes  (he  actually  gets  closer  to  300). 
When  I  refuse  to  believe  her,  but  let  it 
slip  that  I  understand  French,  she 
begins  to  rant  (in  French)  about  all 
the  terrible  crimes  "media”  has  per¬ 
petrated  against  Her  CandidateAs  I 
leave,  a  middle-aged  character  in  a 
three  piece  blue  pin-striped  suit  is  so 
drunk  he’s  in  the  process  of  falling  in¬ 
to  the  elevator. 

Saturday  afternoon  brings  the 
culmination  of  all  the  hoopla,  and  all 
the  backroom  deals.  Coordinators 
roam  the  floor,  making  sure  their  own 
delegates  know  what  to  do  and 
working  on  new  support  for  a 
probably  second  ballot.  The 
organizers  and  key  delegates  keep  in 
touch  with  walkie-talkies  and  one-way 
receivers.  Coordination  is  the  name  of 
the  game  now.  Everyone  has  a 
prediction,  and  all  are  contradictory. 

When  the  results  of  the  first  ballot 
are  announced,  boredom  sets  in.  It’s 
clear  that  the  Timbrell  people  are 
trying  to  be  brave,  but  they  know 
they’ve  lost  it  just  as  surely  as  the 
Pope  people  have.  The  print  jour- 
nalistsgravitate  towards  the  media 
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on  TV,  while  Grossman’s  minions 
pick  up  Pope  buttons  for  their  collec¬ 
tions  while  handing  out  PC  and  unity 
buttons  to  others. 

By  the  time  the  second  ballot  results 
have  been  announced,  Grossman’s 
manipulators  have  flooded  the  floor 
with  their  delegates  to  create  the 
illusion  of  an  entirely  enthusiastic 
audience  for  the  television  viewer. 
Timbrell  and  Pope  delegates  are  left 
to  console  themselves  far  from  the 
glare  of  publicity,  while  their  leaders 
urge  unity. 

Right  now,  though,  unity  is  still  a 
facade.  Power  is  still  the  key.  Those 
who  have  won  it  are  celebrating; 
those  who  haven’t  are  crying.  Unity 
may  come  later,  but  it  won’t  be 


Tuesday,  December  3, 1985 


iiisisiiiaiiiii 
jaussomm  uHrapflMK 

■  i'V  .  V. 

■r  -  ■:  ;  :?■■■*. 


Finding  the  spirits  of  the  season 


•  BY  TERRY  PARKINSON 

The  following  is  a  brief  synopsis  of 
Toronto’s  most  highly  recommended 
drinking  holes. 

The  Brunswick  House  (481  Bloor  St. 
W.,  964-2242) 

At  the  Bruns,  you  sit  on  wooden 
benches  and  drink  draft  from  a  pit¬ 
cher  (however,  glasses  are  available). 
At  9:30  nightly,  Carlos  and  Irene,  the 
house  regulars,  pull  out  the  piano  and 
get  the  entire  crowd  involved  in  a 
roaring,  raucous  sing-a-long.  There’s 
also  the  Brunswick’s  world  famous 
wet  T-shirt  contest  every  Tuesday 
night. 

No  dress  code,  however  jeans  are  ad¬ 
vised.  Beer  is  $2.10  bottle  and  85 C  a 
draft.  Munchies  are  available.  Open 
Mon.-Sat.  12  noon  -  1  a.m.  No  cover 
charge. 

Nuts  &  Bolts  (277  Victoria  St.  977- 
1356) 

Nuts  &  Bolts  is  now  taking  over  the 
reputation  of  being  Toronto’s  top 
punk  bar.  However,  I  was  told  this 
wasn’t  true  by  Art  Gilewski,  manager. 
Although  he  says  Nuts  &  Bolts  is  not 
punk,  Art  does  admit  it  is  hard  to 
describe  just  what  kind  of  bar  it  is. 
Its  unusually  shaped  dance  floor  with 
its  stairs  and  marble  pillars  are 
guaranteed  to  challenge  even  the  best 
dancers.  But  the  always  very  dan- 
ceable  music  keeps  everyone  moving 
and  the  dance  floor  packed.  Ap¬ 
proximately  once  a  month,  Nuts  & 
Bolts  has  a  live  band  or  has  some  sort 
of  a  theme  night. 

Nuts  &  Bolts  has  a  rather  unusual 
dress  code.  Mohawks  and  leather  are 
quite  acceptable,  but  if  you  ’re  dressed 
in  faded  denims  and  a  scruffy  T-shirt, 
you  can  expect  to  be  turned  away  at 
the  door. 

Beer  is  $2.25  a  bottle.  Finger  foods 
are  available.  Open  Mon. -Wed.  8 
p.m.-l:30  a.m.,  no  cover;  Thurs.  8 
p.m.-3  a.m.,  $3.00  cover ;  Fri.  &  Sat. 
8  p.m.-4  a.m.,  $4.00  cover;  and 
Sunday  7p.m.  -  midnight,  no  cover. 

The  Domino  Klub  (279  Yonge  St.  364- 
5200) 

The  Domino  used  to  be  known  as 
the  top  punk  bar  in  Toronto. 
However,  manager  Craig  McMillan 
claims  that  the  bar  is  now  undergoing 
what  he  refers  to  as  a  “resurrection”. 
He  hopes  to  change  the  Domino  from 
punk  into  a  "new  music  dance  club”. 
Although  this  does  seem  to  be  hap¬ 
pening,  the  clientele  now  consists  of 
18  to  21  year  olds  that  appear  to  just 
want  to  dance. 

Black  is  definitely  the  in  colour  to 
wear.  Most  of  the  music  played  by 
the  DJ  is  the  usual  top  10,  but  oc¬ 
casionally  a  totally  unheard  of  tune 
with  no  apparent  rhythm  is  thrown  at 
you  and  the  not  so  large  dance  floors 
clear  out  pretty  quickly. 

There  is  a  dress  code,  but  it  is  loosely 


The  Elmo 


applied.  Beer  is  $2.25  bottle.  Finger 
foods  are  available.  Open  Mon.- 
Thus.  8  p.m.-l  a.m.  with  no  cover 
charge  and  Fri.  &  Sat.  8  p.m.-4  a.m. 
with  a  $3.00  cover  charge. 

The  Sticky  Wicket  (720  Spadina  928- 
9207) 

This  is  your  usual,  English  style  pub 
and  it’s  great.  There  are  dart  boards 
available  and  you  don’t  have  to  worry 
about  being  a  beginner  -  a  lot  of  the 
other  players  are  in  the  same  boat. 
Older  rock  and  roll  music  is  played 
on  a  fairly  good  sound  system,  but 
it’s  not  so  loud  that  you  can’t  carry 
on  a  conversation!  The  atmosphere  is 
suitably  pub-like,  cozy  and  warm. 

No  dress  code.  Domestic  beer  $2.25 
bottle.  Full  menu.  Open  Mon.-Sat. 
11  a.m.-l  a.m.  No  cover  charge. 

The  E!  Moeambo  (464  Spadina  961- 
8991) 

Known  world-wide  as  a  great  band 
bar,  upstairs  at  the  Elmo  plays  host  to 
a  wide  variety  of  bands  ranging  from 
Ronny  Hawkins  to  Phase  IV  on  Most 
Thursday,  Friday  and  Saturday 
nights.  Downstairs  nightly  you  can 
listen  to  the  Elmo’s  house  band,  Un¬ 
der  the  Palms.  If  you  enjoy  music 
from  the  60’s  and  70's,  you’ll 
especially  enjoy  these  guys.  They  are 
great.  There’s  always  a  different 
special  guest  joining  in  weekly  to  help 
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keep  things  rockin’. 

MuchMusic  is  played  on  the  three 
large  screens  before  Under  the  Palms 
come  on  stage  at  10p.m. 

The  great  thing  about  the  Elmo  is 
that  you  never  know  who  you  may 
run  in  to.  The  Stones  are  well  known 
for  dropping  in  and  playing  a  few 
tunes,  and  even  cutting  an  album  at 
the  Elmo  when  in  Toronto.  Bryan 
Adams  and  Tina  Turner  were  also 
spotted  having  a  few  beers  at  the 
Elmo  when  they  were  in  Toronto 
recently  for  the  Juno  awards. 

No  dress  code,  although  jeans  are 
recommended.  Beer  is  $2.30  a  bottle. 
No  food  is  available.  Open  Mon.-Sat. 
11  a.m.-l. 30  a.m.  No  cover  charge 
downstairs,  cover  upstairs  depends  on 
the  group  playing. 

The  Madison  House  (14  Madison 
Ave.  927-1722) 

The  Madison  is  an  English  style  pub 
uniquely  set  up-  in  a  renovated  Vic¬ 
torian  home.  The  main  area  is 
located  on  the  lower  floor  with  a 
newly  built  extension  on  the  second 
floor.  There  are  7  T.V.  sets  available 
and  a  lot  of  dart  boards  and  players. 
They’ve  even  had  to  add  on  a  new 
dart  area  for  serious  players  only. 

The  well-lit  atmosphere  makes  the 
Madison  appear  more  like  a 
restaurant  than  just  a  pub.  There  is  a 
full  menu  available  for  lunch,  dinner 
and  during  the  rest  of  the  evening, 
along  with  a  large  assortment  of  im¬ 
ported  and  domestic  beers. 


variety  of  people  varying  in  ages  every 
night  of  the  week  here. 

There’s  even  a  piano  available  for 
anyone  with  a  certain  amount  of  talent 
who  wants  to  get  up  and  entertain.  If 
you’re  any  good,  you  may  even  get  a 
tree  beer  or  two. 

No  dress  code.  Open  Mon.-Sat.  11 
a.m.-l  a.m.  No  cover  charge. 


Lee’s  Palace  (529  Bloor  St.  W. 
532—7383) 

This  is  a  fairly  new  bar  in  Toronto, 
just  opened  in  September.  Its  large 
dance  floor  and  spacious  stage 
provide  the  ideal  setting  for  concerts. 
Steve  Santini,  manager  and  illusionist, 
states  that  although  the  first  couple  of 
bands  the  played  at  Lee’s  were  punk, 
some  of  the  upcoming  bands  lined  up 
range  from  premiere  Rhythm  &  Blues 
to  some  of  the  top  Reggae  bands 
around.  Every  Sunday,  Lee’s  allows 
anyone  with  enough  nerve  (talent  is 
optional)  to  get  up  on  stage  and  enter¬ 
tain  in  the  Variety  Showcase.  If  being 
up  on  stage  tickles  your  fancy,  then 
this  could  be  your  chance  to  be 
discovered!  If  the  entertainment 
doesn’t  ruin  your  appetite,  there’s  an 
all-you-can-eat  buffet  available  for 
mere  $5. 

No  dress  code.  Beer  goes  for  $2.25  a 
bottle.  Finger  foods  are  available.  No 
cover  charge  on  Sunday,  and  varies 
during  the  rest  of  the  week  depending 
upon  who’s  playing  ( usually  t4). 
Open  Mon.-Sat.  11-1  a.m.,  Sun.  5 


The  Blue  Cellar  Room 

469  Bloor  St.  W. 

921-6269 

Featuring  our  excellent  home  cooked  meals 

Veal 

Goulash 

Paprikash 

And  specials  of  the  day 

For  desert,  we  feature  the  freshest 

strudels  and  palacinka 


Licensed,  inexpensive  and  close  to  campus. 
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destroying  the  world  and  convincing 
America’s  enemies  that  President 
Nixon  was  crazy  enough  to  use  it. 
Fortunately.  and  against  the 
President’s  will,  the  opportunity  never 
arose. 

The  Reagan  Administration  has  tur¬ 
ned  its  attention  to  civil  defense.  Ap¬ 
parently  a  more  humane  concep¬ 
tualization,  it  involves  protecting 
oneself  from  the  enemy.  However,  in 
the  contaxt  of  nuclear  war,  civil 
defense  is  a  chimera.  It  is  impossible 
in  a  nuclear  exchange  for  either  the 
Soviets  or  the  Americans  to  protect 
themselves  thoroughly  enough. 
Radioactive  fallout  and  nuclear  winter 
will  result  from  the  innumerable 
missiles  that  will  inevitably  penetrate 
any  civil  defense  system. 


•  BY  ROBERT  GORDON  AND 
ANGELO  VESOVSKI 


The  United  States  of  America  is  ill. 
It  is  confused  and  demoralized  in  a 
world  no  longer  of  its  own  making. 
The  new  conservative  vision  of 
domestic  discipline  and  diplomatic 
pugnacity  fails  to  confront  the  very 
issues  which  its  proponents  claim 
necessitated  its  ascendancy  over  the 
liberalism  of  the  1960s  and  1970s. 

Societies  arc  dynamic,  either  in¬ 
creasing  or  decreasing  in  economic 
and  cultural  influence.  Currently  the 
USA  is  sinking.  Howard  Cosell’s 
description  of  athletics  in  the  US  as  a 
“morass  of  hypocrisy,  deceit  and, 
corruption  can  be  applied  to  the 
society  as  a  whole.  American  public 
policy  no  longer  maintains  any  basic 
orientation  to  reality. 

Consider  the  election  of  President 
Ronald  Reagan.  A  fiscal  conservative 
Reagan  insisted  that  high  priority  be 
given  to  reducing  the  national  deficit. 
He  also  advocated  increased  defense 
spending  and  decreased  taxation. 
Reagan  expected  to  confront  the 
awesome  burden  of  public  debt  by 
simultaneously  cutting  government 
revenue  and  increasing  spending.  Sin¬ 
ce  1981  real  defense  spending  has  in¬ 
creased  by  30%.  Needless  to  add,  the 


deficit  has  grown  to  fantastic  propor¬ 
tions  increasing  more  under  Reagan's 
tutelage  than  under  any  of  his 
predecessors.  The  willingness  to  say 
what  should  be  said  while  doing 
whatever  seems  politically  expedient  is 
hypocritical  and  endangers  the  public 
interest.  Unfortunately,  it  is  an 


bloated  defense  spending.  They  are 
also  damaging  US  relations  with  its 
European  allies.  Reagan  secs  these 
measures  as  getting  tough.  Jacques 
Delors,  the  head  of  the  Common 
Market  Commission,  sees  it  as  simply 
"abysmal.” 

More  importantly,  the  Third 
World,  particularly  in  Central  and 
South  America,  labouring  under  a 
huge  burden  of  debt  and  high  interest 
rates  is  gradually  being  forced  from 
US  markets.  These  countries  rely  on 
exports  to  earn  the  foreign  currency 
they  require  to  pay  back  their  debts. 
The  resulting  inability  of  these  gover¬ 
nments  to  honour  loans  is  a  con¬ 
sequence  of  an  expensive  US  dollar 
and  their  declining  involvement  in  the 
US  market. 

In  conclusion  Reich  states  that: 


inevitable  aspect  of  the  moral  vacum 
which  results  if  public  philosophy  is 
devoid  of  the  constraints  imposed  by 
reality. 

This  rampant  military  spending  has 
had  innumerable  deleterious  effects 
which  were  not  anticipated  nor 
recognized  as  they  arose.  In  a  recent 
issue  of  The  Atlantic  Robert  Reich 
outlined  the  unintended  negative  con¬ 
sequences  of  the  US  defense  budget 
topping  $300  billion. 

Remarkably,  the  federal  deficit  and 
accelerated  military  spending  have 
been  funded  largely  by  drawing 
foreign  investment  to  the  USA. 
Foreign  investors  have  been  attracted 
to  the  US  by  high  interest  rates.  As  a 
consequence  of  this  sustained  demand 
the  US  dollar's  value  has  risen  over 
30%  since  1980. 


This  increase  in  the  dollar's  value, 
Reich  states,  has  “made  American 
goods  less  competitive  in  world 
markets  than  they  were,  and  made 
foreign  goods  more  attractive  to 
American  consumers.”  In  1984  US 
imports  exceeded  exports  by  $123 
billion.  This  has  led  manufacturers  to 
approach  the  US  International  Trade 
Commission  requesting  various 
protectionist  measures  with  every  in¬ 
creasing  frequency— 62  pccitions  in 
1979  and  over  200  in  1983. 

Protectionist  rumblins  in  the  US 
Congress  arc  a  direct  consequence  of 


Working  its  way 
through  the  world 
economy,  the  American 
defense  buildup  is  jeopar¬ 
dizing  our  relations  with 
our  allies  and  the  stability 
of  Latin  American 
democracies.  Yet  these 
relations  are  critical  to  our 
long-term  security.  The 
soviets  would  like  nothing 
better  than  a  gradual 
dissolution  of  NATO  and  a 
disaffected  Japan;  they 
would  relish  sharpened 
unrest  in  Latin  America. 
To  sacrifice  these  key 
relationships  in  the  name 
of  toughness  against  the 
Soviets  stands  on  its  head 
the  logic  of  national 
security  in  a  complex  and 
interdependent  world.  To 
rely  solely  on  market  disc- 
pline  for  Latin  American 
countries,  while  blocking 
their  exports  to  the  United 
States  and  ignoring  the  im¬ 
pact  that  an  overvalued 
dollar  has  on  them,  is  to 
display  the  toughness  of  a 
bully. 


Even  more  remarkable  is  the  simple 
fact  that  to  utilize  the  tools  of 
destruction  that  the  US  has  mortgaged 
our  future  constructing  would  destroy 
the  world.  During  the  Nixon  Ad¬ 
ministration  nuclear  strategy  revolved 
around  the  concept  of  Mutual 
Assured  Destruction  (MAD).  The 
essence  of  this  policy  consisted  of 
maintaining  a  force  capable  of 


During  the  early  years  of  tht 
Reagan  administration  civil  defense 
consisted  of  a  Me  generation  versior 
of  the  1950s  backyard  bomb  shelter. 
"Dig  a  hole,  cover  it  with  doors  and 
then  throw  three  feel  of  dirt  on 
top. ..it’s  the  dirt  that  does  it...”  in 
the  words  of  General  T.  K.  Jones. 
This  is  preposterous  in  an  era  when 
tactical  or  battlefield  nuclear  bombs 
are  100  times  as  large  as  the  bomb 
dropped  on  Hiroshima.  But,  in 
Ronald  Reagan’s  world,  “if  there  are 
enough  shovels  everybody’s  going  to 
make  it." 

These  macabre  tales  of  dirt,  doors 
and  death  call  to  mind  Dr. 
Strangelove.  General  Buck  Turgidson 
(George  C.  Scott)  red  faced,  veins 
throbbing,  eyes  bulging  screams: 
“Mr.  President,  we  cannot  allow  our¬ 
selves  a  mineshaft  gap."  Reassuring 
to  know  that  there  is  no  ‘dirt  or 
shovel  gaps’,  let  alone  a  ‘door  of 
vulnerability.’ 


The  state  of  America  in  the  ye 
Edition: 


•  The  worlds  largest  debtor  n 

•  Insolvent  banks 

•  Huge  defecits 

•  A  failing  healthcare  system 

•  Poisoned  groundwater 

•  Deserts  in  the  South  and  W 

•  Thousands  of  dead  lakes  an 

•  A  weak,  service  oriented  ec« 

•  A  failing  public  education  s 

•  A  huge  gap  between  the  riel 


Of  late,  the  Presidency  has  attem¬ 
pted  to  move  civil  defense  from  ‘low- 
tech’  to  ‘high-tech.’  Nifty,  but  for 
that  very  reason  valueless.  Beware 
Ronnie,  the  Ides  of  Murphy. 

Accidents  and  errors  are  absolutely 
inevitable — a  veritable  mathematical 
certainty — SDI  simply  cannot  work 
perfectly  the  first  lime.  No  other 
computer  program  even  has.  Unfor¬ 
tunately,  SDI  will  only  be  called  upon 
a  first  time. 

Arnold  Toynbee  suggested  a  bizarre 
medieval  parallel.  SDI  is  the  shield, 
ICBMs  the  sword,  and  the  U.S.  is  St. 
George.  The  dragon  is  the  U.S.S.R. 

Unfortunately,  the  demon  is  inter¬ 
nal.  The  evil  projected  onto  the 
U.S.S.R.  sublimates  the  evil  within 
American  society.  The  ‘us  and  them’ 
mentality  raises  'us'  above  scrutiny. 
The  U.S.S.R.  is  evil  simply  because 
the  U.S.  requires  a  dragon. 
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Perhaps  the  best  internal  indicator 
of  the  health  of  a  society  is  its  treat¬ 
ment  of  the  disadvantaged.  “A  dog 
starv’d  at  his  master’s  gate/Predicts 
the  ruin  of  the  slate."  Blake  forsaw  in 
Auguries  of  Innocence.  He  suggested 
that  a  society  is  decaying  when  the 
master’s  conscience  no  longer  compels 
him  to  respect  his  dog.  As  Jacob 
Bronowski  so  aptly  phrased  it,  the 
society  is  going  to  the  dogs. 

In  the  U.S.  dogs  do  not  starve;  the 
poor  do. 

Throughout  its  history,  the  U.S. 
has  managed  to  keep  the  poor  off  its 
conscience.  The  United  States  with  all 
of  its  economic  powers  has  never  tried 
to  eliminate  domestic  poverty. 
Congresional  legislation  has  not  at¬ 
tempted  to  help  the  poor  as  much  as  it 
has  tried  to  hide  them  from  the  public 
view. 

Like  most  domestic  problems,  the 
plight  of  the  poor  can  be  traced  to  the 
steps  of  Capitol  Hill.  It  seems  that 
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Congress,  while  largely  comprised  of 
lawyers,  is  not  in  the  business  of 
passing  laws — only  budgets.  As  a 
result,  the  national  policy  is  set  by  the 
Office  of  the  President  which,  due  to 
its  nature,  suffers  from  a  lack  of  con¬ 
tinuity.  This  lack  of  continuity  results 
in  inactivity  which  undermines  social 
policy  initiatives. 

Contemporary  U.S.  public 
philosophy  has  chosen  to  fight  social 
injustice  with  words  rather  than 
deeds,  denying  man's  obligation  to  act 
or  accept  the  consequences  of  inac¬ 
tion. 

Akio  Morita,  the  cofounder  and 
chairman  of  the  Sony  Corporation, 
has  argued  that  American  inaction 
can  be  traced  to  its  educational 
system.  The  brightest  students  in 
Japan  go  into  the  sciences  and 
engineering  fields;  in  the  U.S.  they 
become  lawyers.  The  U.S.  with  twice 
the  population  of  Japan,  graduates  21 
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times  more  lawyers,  7  times  more  ac¬ 
countants,  but  only  75%  of  the  num¬ 
ber  of  engineers.  Morita  suggests  that 
the  U.S.  has  too  many  legal  problems 
of  its  own  making. 

The  major  problem  with  the 
presence  of  lawyers  in  the  political 
and  economic  sectors  is  their  inability 
to  acknowledge  the  consequences  of 
their  actions.  When  American  legal 
experts  negotiated  "voluntary 
quotas”  on  Japanese  automobiles  in 
the  American  market,  they  could  not 
forsee  that  the  quotas  would 
strengthen  the  Japanese  automobile 
industry  while  weakening  U.S.  com¬ 
panies.  While  G.M.  and  Chrysler  were 
making  record  profits  from  the  sales 
of  subcompacts,  the  quotas  forced 
Toyota  and  Nissan  to  develop 
methods  to  get  into  the  highly 
profitable  speciality  markets.  The 
U.S.  profits  were  only  a  short  term 
solution. 

The  latest  Department  of  Com¬ 
merce  report  estimates  that  in  four 
years  the  sales  of  U.S. -made  cars  are 
going  to  decline  by  1.4  million  units. 
During  the  same  period,  total  car  sales 
in  the  U.S.  will  go  up  by  800,000 
units.  Despite  the  initial  goal  of 
preserving  the  U.S.  automobiles  sec¬ 
tor,  the  latest  sanctions  indicate  that 
the  limited  protectionist  measures 
were  only  a  short  term  solution. 

In  his  book  Megatraumas,  Gover¬ 
nor  richard  Lamm  of  Colorado  at¬ 
tacks  the  U.S.  healthcare  system  as 
being  the  most  expensive  and  inef¬ 
ficient  in  the  world.  As  a  percentage 
of  GNP,  the  cost  of  healthcare  has 
doubled  since  I960.  In  1985,  one  out 
of  every  ten  dollars  made  by  the  U.S. 
will  go  to  Medicare,  Medicaid,  and 
health  insurance. 

Lamm  also  attacks  the  appaling 
slate  of  the  American  environment, 
which  he  feels  has  been  sacrificed  by 
th  pursuit  of  the  big  industrial  buck. 


The  business  lobby  has  forced  Congr- 
ss  to  blur  the  distinction  between 
liberty  and  license.  As  a  result,  toxic 
groundwater,  desertification,  and 
deforestation  are  a  major  problem  for 
the  near  future. 

When  the  5-year-old  Superfund 
clean-up  program  expired  on  Septem¬ 
ber  30,  1985,  there  were  21,000  unat¬ 
tended  toxic  dumps  in  the  U.S.  As 
legislators  battle  for  control  of  the 
clean-up  funds,  toxic  wastes  are  con¬ 
tinuing  to  poison  the  water  supply  of 
America. 

Vast  area  of  forest  are  in  a  state  of 
decline  as  acidified  precipitation 
leeches  away  essential  nutrients  and 
washes  them  into  dead  or  dying  lakes 
and  rivers.  The  U.S.  is  losing  billions 
of  dollars  in  tourist  revenue  and  forest 
products  due  to  bad  management  and 
unwillingness  to  make  polluters  clean 
up  their  act. 

Water  mismanagement  has  dried  up 
the  South  and  West.  As  a  result,  the 
topsoil,  perhaps  a  nation’s  most 
valuable  resource,  is  being  lost  at 
record  rates.  The  bread  basket  of  the 
world  is  being  desoiled  and  deser¬ 
tified. 


The  American  Dream  is  fading.  If  it 
is  to  be  salvaged,  the  hope  must  come 
from  the  educational  system  that  will 
develop  the  leadership  and  direction 
which  is  needed  by  a  growing  society. 
Unfortunately,  the  U.S.  has  one  of 


the  most  appaling  public  educational 
systems  in  the  Western  world. 

Entitled  "Why  Johnny  Can’t 
Think,"  Walter  Karp's  essay  in  the 
June  1985  issue  of  Harper's  examines 
eight  major  studies  of  the  American 
educational  system.  The  findings  are 
shocking. 

Less  than  one  percent  of  instruc¬ 
tional  time  is  spent  on  some  kind  of 
discussion  which  involves  reasoning. 
Students  were  shown  how  to  retain  in¬ 
formation  without  processing  it.  As  a 
result,  one  study  noted,  the  American 
high  school  student  "...as  a  student, 
is  all  too  often  docile,  compliant,  and 
without  initiative."  The  educational 
establishment,  charges  Karp,  seeks  to 
create  passive  spirits  as  well  as  passive 
minds. 


SHE'S  GOT 
HER  MOTHER'S  EYES, 
HER  FATHER'S  NOSE 
AND  HER 
UNCLE'S  DEFICIT. 


Karp  notes  that  the  worlds  most 
powerful  nation  has  60%  of  the 
public  school  students  in  non- 
academic  programmes  such  as  the 
Food  Service  course  which  requires 
it’s  primarily  black  students  to  mop 
up  after  their  betters  have  eaten. 
Rather  than  develop  leadership,  Karp 
contents  that  the  system  causes 
students  to  lose  their  dignity  and  self 
respect. 

The  writing  is  on  the  wall.  If  the 
educational  system  is  not  repaired, 
America  and  its  dream  will  die  a  slow 
and  painful  death;  not  with  a  bang, 
but  a  whimper. 
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Tis  the  season  . . .  yeah  right! 


•  BY  MICHAEL  OIKAWA 

Bah,  humbug!  It’s  Christmas.  ‘Tis  the  season  to 
be  bitchy.  Don’t  get  me  wrong.  1  happen  to  love 
Christmas.  I  enjoy  the  annual  television  specials, 
turkey  dinners,  department  store  windows,  giving 
presents  and,  obviously,  I  love  receiving  them. 

Nevertheless,  there  are  aspects  that  I  would  like  to 
bitch  about.  First  of  all,  I  just  despise  all  of  that 
pushing  and  shoving  that  goes  on  during  this 
seasonal  rush.  For  example,  there  have  been  several 
incidents  of  shoppers  mortally  wounded  seeking 
those  stupid  Cabbage  Patch  Dolls.  Nothing  will 
stop  these  barbarians  from  scratching,  tripping  or 
even  biting  in  order  to  buy  that  considerate  person 
a  special  gift.  Why  else  do  you  think  I  wear  den¬ 
tures? 

Another  thing,  everything  seems  so  fake  and 
commercial  at  Christmas.  There  is  always  at  least 
one  Santa  Claus  in  every  single  shopping  plaza  in 
Toronto.  The  owners  of  these  are  very  clever 
because  they  know  that  little  Teddy  wants  to  see  the 
man  in  red.  Otherwise,  little  Teddy  will  scream  at 
the  top  of  his  lungs  and  pull  his  hair  out.  After  a 
few  minutes  and  several  extra-strength  Anacin,  his 
parents  have  him  on  Santa’s  lap.  But  a  Santa  Claus 
in  every  plaza  in  the  city  is  ridiculous  when  we  all 
know  that  there  is  only  one  real  Santa. 

Related  to  this  fakeness  is  that  most  families 
don't  buy  a  real  evergreen  any  more  in  the  spirit  of 
Christrmas.  In  my  family,  every  Christmas  Eve  we 
gather  around  the  plastic  branches  hoping  to 
telekinetically  construct  a  real  live  artificial  tree. 
We  always  follow  the  instructions  so  carefully  and 
yet,  upon  completion,  it  usually  looks  like  some 


Scrooge,  a.k.a.  The  Dike 
shrub.  In  fact,  my  nephew  thinks  real  Christmas 
trees  are  silver  or  pink. 


Yet  another  reason  to  be  bitchy  is  the  simple 
reality  that  there  are  always  a  couple  of  people  out 
there  (and  you  know  who  you  are)  that  are  im¬ 
possible  to  buy  for.  My  parents,  for  instance,  are 
quite  ridiculous.  Every  year  they  ask  me  to  get 
them  a  good  set  of  marks  and  I  just  can’t  give  them 
the  impossible! 

Finally,  the  last  reason  is  due  to  the  weather.  I 
hate  snow.  Sure,  like  Bing  Crosby,  I  dream  of  a 
white  Christmas,  but  I  don’t  dream  of  a  white 
Boxing  Day,  nor  a  White  Valentine’s  Day,  nor  a 
white  Easter. 

In  the  end,  though  Christmas  is  my  favourite 
time  of  year.  Eat,  drink  and  be  merry  because  ‘tis 
the  season.  Catch  the  spirit  of  giving  and  remember, 
I  especially  enjoy  receiving  presents.  (Editor’s  note: 
Any  ads  under  those  plastic  boughs?) 


Shelter  from  the  storm 


•  BY  ELLEN  TULCHINSXY  &  KAREN  HOFFMAN 

I  was  burn I  out  from  exhaustion 
Buried  in  the  hail, 

Poisoned  in  the  bushes 
And  blown  out  on  the  trail. 

Hunted  like  a  crocodile 
Ravaged  in  the  corn. 

Come  she  said  I’ll  give  ya 
Shelter  from  the  storm. 

— Bob  Dylan 

Although  this  quotation  may  not  seem  relevant 
for  a  restaurant  review,  for  those  of  you  who  have 
been  pulling  all-nighters  and  your  hair  out  for  the 
past  month,  we’re  sure  y  ou  can  relate. 

The  Blue  Cellar  Room  on  nearby  Bloor  St.  West 
offers  the  perfect  shelter  not  only  from  a  winter 
storm,  but  also  from  a  storm  of  essays  and  midter¬ 
ms. 

The  narrow  hallway  into  the  Hungarian 
restaurant  removes  one  from  the  hustle  and  bustle 
of  Bloor  Street.  It  leaves  one  relaxed  and  free  to  en¬ 
joy  both  the  food  and  the  service  which  have  a  very 
homey  flavor. 

The  special  of  the  day  for  that  Friday  was  stuffed 
green  peppers  for  the  price  of  $4.75.  The  two  small 
peppers  were  filled  with  a  tasty  mixture  of  meat  and 
rice  in  a  rich  and  generously  spiced  sauce.  The 


boiled  potatoes  were  nicely  cooked  and  fit  in  well 
with  the  sauce. 

The  veal  cutlet,  always  a  standard  at  a  Hungarian 
restaurant,  was  delicious,  and  for  the  price  of  $4.50 
was  most  substantial.  Fried  potatoes  and  carrots 
were  included  with  this  dish.  A  basket  of  fresh  rye 
bread  was  a  complimentary  addition  to  the  meal. 
Both  main  dishes  seemed  representative  of  the  inex¬ 
pensive,  well-cooked  and  filling  lunchtime  entrees 
offered  at  the  Blue  Cellar  Room. 

For  dessert,  we  split  a  piece  of  hot  apple  strudel 
that  tasted  very  fresh  and  home  baked. 

The  bill  came  to  $11.25  for  two  without  tip,  and 
no  tax  was  charged.  The  restaurant  is  just  a  short 
walk  from  the  center  of  campus,  and  we  were  in 
and  out  within  45  minutes. 

If  the  Blue  Cellar  Room  appeals  to  your  curiosity 
and  appetite: 

‘‘Try  imagining  a  place  where  it’s  always  safe  and 

warm, 

“Come  she  said  I’ll  give  ya 

Shelter  from  the  storm.” 

The  Blue  Cellar  Room 
469  Bloor  St.  W. 

921-6269 


Daytime  Soaps  on  holiday  agenda 


•  BY  DR.  O 

Season's  greetings  fellow 
soap  fans.  Christmas  is 
fast  approaching,  and  with 
the  season  of  giving  comes 
the  season  of  watching. 

The  holidays  offer  plenty 
of  time  to  catch-up, 
rediscover,  or  become  in¬ 
fatuated  with  afternoon 
TV.  A  couple  of  weeks  of  viewing,  and  some 
’research’  to  fill  in  a  few  blanks,  and  you  too  can 
talk  intelligently  about  your  favourite  soap(s).  Per¬ 
sonally,  I’m  going  to  catch  some  Santa  Barbara,  a 
show  I’ve  never  viewed  but  one  that  has  been 
suggested  to  me  by  the  Big  V.  When  you  don’t  go 
to  school  or  work,  I  guess  you  have  even  more  time 
than  Dr.  O  to  watch  soaps. 

Before  we  get  to  The  Young  and  the  Restless 
(Y&R),  and  General  Hospital  (GH),  I’d  like  to  talk 
about  two  shows  I  checked  out  this  past  month.  As 
a  fan  of  Emma  Samms  (ex-Holly  on  GH)  I  just  had 
to  see  the  season  premier  of  Dynasty  and  Dynasty 
11,  The  Colby's.  As  previously  stated,  this 
columnist  is  not  a  fan  of  prime-time  pseudo-soaps. 
Between  myself  and  some  other  associates  (all  of 
whom  had  watched  Dynasty  once  or  twice  at  the 
most)  we  managed  to  pick  up  the  thin  story  line. 
It  was  interesting  to  see  Charlton  Heston,  who  was 
Moses  in  another  ‘challenging’  role,  as  Jason 
Colby.  (The  bank  account  must  have  been  running 
low,  huh,  Chuck?)  The  show  did  offer  nice  clothes, 
and  nice  cars  as  well  as  an  abundance  of  beautiful, 
but  untalented  actresses.  But  nearly  all  of  this  can 
be  found  on  daytime  soaps.  However,  Dynasty  ob¬ 
viously  lakes  itself  far  loo  seriously  and  it  lacks  the 
comedy,  spontaneity,  and  imagination  of  some 
daily  afternoon  classics.  I’m  glad  the  prime-time 
pseudo  soaps  are  trendy,  and  not  the  afternoon 


ones.  I  dread  the  day  that  these  too— and  this 
column — become  such.  A  few  parting  remarks  on 
this  show.  Do  the  men  on  Dynasty  wear  anything 
but  tuxedos  after  six?  Why  do  these  people  live  in 
Denver — especially  since  1  don’t  believe  they  ski? 

On  GH,  the  big  Asian  Quarter  story  is  all  but 
over.  They  milked  it  for  everything  they  could  get. 

I  thought  it  was  winding  down  a  month  hgo.  Robert 
Scorpio  (Emma  “Dynasty  II”  Samms’  husband  on 
GH)  and  Anna  rescued  their  kid,  Robin,  who  had 
run  away  and  was  subsequently  kidnapped  by  the 
evil  Mr.  Wu.  I  don’t  know  what  they  are  going  to 
do,  but  if  it  was  my  kid  she  would  be  grounded  un¬ 
til  middle  age.  Sepaking  of  Scorpio,  this  is  his 
(Tristcn  Rogers)  last  month  on  GH.  However,  they 
will  do  enough  shooting  ahead  of  time  that  we  will 
see  him  on  our  screens  well  into  January. 

The  Asian  Quarter  story  seemed  to  reflect  a 
heavy  Miami  Vice  influence.  Mr.  Wu  is  planning  to 
import  cocaine  through  Port  Charles— obviously  the 
Miami  of  the  North.  I  am  still  waiting  for  Tubbs 
and  Crockett  to  appear  somewhere  in  ‘the  Port.' 
The  similarity  is  further  noticed  in  the  heavy  use  of 
popular  recorded  music.  Solmeone  on  the  GH 
production  staff  definitely  likes  Dire  Straits. 

Before  leaving  GH,  a  couple  of  quickies.  Look 
for  romance  involving  Buzz  Striker  and  Anna. 
Frisco's  beard  has  got  to  go,  and  a  haircut  wouldn’t 
hurt  either.  Are  all  Asians  skilled  in  the  martial  ar¬ 
ts,  as  seen  on  GH? 

Last  month's  Y&R  was  very  fast  paced;  especially 
for  this  usually  slow  moving  show.  Full  points  go 
to  the  old  guy,  John  Abbott,  for  spending  the  night 
with  Joanna  Manning.  I’m  sure  this  made  him 
forget  about  his  divorce  from  the  bitch,  Jill.  He's 
just  lucky  that  he  didn”  havcano:hcr  stroke. 

Meanwhile,  Jack  (John's  sont  passed  up  a  couple 
weeks  in  Rio  with  Nicki— that  really  hurt  him  bad. 
He  nad  to  cover  his  back.  It  Jill  pushes  John  too 


far  in  the  divorce  proceedings — she  already  charged 
a  $56,000  Mercedes  to  John — John  will  enter  the 
pictures  of  Jill  and  Jack  into  court.  This  would 
require  the  identification  of  the  man  in  the  picture 
with  a  blurred  out  face — Jack.  I’m  sure  that  the  old 
guy  wouldn’t  be  too  pleased,  and  Jack’s  job, 
future,  and  inheritance  would  disappear  faster  than 
his  father  could  have  another  stroke. 

Ashley  (Jack’s  sister)  and  Victor  (Nicki’s 
husband)  are  getting  involved  deeper  every  day. 
The  guy  might  be  rich  and  semi-sophisticated,  but 
come  on.  Genoa  City  is  big  enough  for  her  to  find 
someone  else;  smeone  younger,  someone  who  talks 
in  whole  sentences  instead  of  pausing  for  ten  secon¬ 
ds  after  every  word,  and  seomone  who  doesn’t  an¬ 
swer  every  question  with  another  question — a  very 
obnoxious  trait.  Ahsley  is  starting  to  piss  me  off  by 
snooping  around  into  the  divorce,  and  Jack’s  in¬ 
volvement.  It  is  none  of  her  business,  and  besides 
I’m  a  big  supporter  of  Jack,  and  I  don’t  want  to  see 
him  burned. 

Danny  Ravioli  sure  made  a  big  comeback  at  hi- 
concert.  His  voice  almost  survived  half  a  song— 
which  was  half  a  song  too  much.  Hopefully,  he’ll 
never  sing  again.  Now  that  his  singing  is  gone,  the 
next  step  is  the  loss  of  his  obnoxious  hair.  Danny’s 
singing  partner  Lome  is  the  most  screwed  up 
woman  (girl)  I  have  ever  ‘known’.  (Do  not  un¬ 
derestimate  the  stgrength  of  the  statement  just 
given).  Her  psycho  manager  has  threatened  to  blow 
her  husband  (Paul)  away  if  Lome  doesn’t  end  the 
marriage.  Not  only  has  she  not  gone  to  the  police, 
of  which  private  investigator.  This  has  to  be  the 
stupidest  story  line  outside  that  of  Dynasty  and  its 
story  involving  the  kidnapping  and  replacement  of 
Krystal  Carrington. 

Survive  exams,  have  a  Merry  Christmas,  and  a 
Happy  New  Year;  also  watch  all  your  favourite 
shows.  See  you  in  ‘86. 
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Solomon  wallows  in  stupidity 


•  BY  ARYEH  J.S.  NUSBACHER 

At  the  end  of  November,  I  went  to 
see  King  Solomon’s  Mines  at  the 
Eaton  Centre.  I  was  hoping  for 
another  Raiders  of  the  Lost  Ark  or  a 
rousing  farce  like  Romancing  the 
Stone.  I  have  seen  poor  films  before, 
but  never  have  I  been  quite  so  disap¬ 
pointed  by  wasted  potential. 

The  film  has  the  adventurer  Allain 
Quartermain  (Richard  Chamberlain) 
taking  Jesse  Huston  (Sharon  Stone),  a 
breathtakingly  stupid  American  girl, 
to  a  meeting  with  her  father  in  a  city 
somewhere  in  German  East  Africa 
(shades  of  High  Road  to  China).  Un¬ 
beknownst  to  them,  her  father  is  hot 
on  the  trail  of  King  Solomon’s  mines. 
They  are  also  unaware  that  a  very 
nasty  German  army  colonel  and  his 
avaricious  Ottoman  sidekick  (John 
Rhys-Davies)  have  captured  the  old 
man.  There  is  a  pitched  chased  scene 
through  the  city.  Unfortunatley  we 
are  not  well  enough  acquainted  with 
Quartermain  and  the  girl  to  care  much 
about  what  happens  to  them.  It  is  as 
though  we  are  expected  to  assume  that 
any  American  in  a  bush  hat  is  the 
good  guy  and  deserving  of  our  un¬ 
swerving  loyalty. 

After  a  swarthy  and  unscrupulous 
antique  dealer  is  blown  up  (Quarter- 
main  even  calls  him  a  “towel-head”), 
a  violent  exit  is  made  from  the  city. 
Some  violent  and  laughable  antics 
take  place  on  a  train  resulting  in  the 
freeing  of  Jesse’s  dad  only  after  he 
has  told  the  bad  guys  how  to  get  to 
the  mines.  A  homosexual  German  of¬ 
ficer  has  his  balls  shot  off.  The  train 
is  attacked  by  natives  with  machine 
guns.  The  good  guys  leave  the  old 
man  tied  to  a  chair  in  a  train  caboose 
after  he  tells  them  to  find  the  mines 
before  the  bad  guys  do  so  as  to  vin¬ 
dicate  his  life-long  search  for  the 
mines. 

They  are  captured  by  bad  natives 
who  put  them  fully  clothed  into  a 
huge  clay  pot  filled  with  dirty  water 
and  plastic  vegetables  (including  sliced 
carrots  and  com-on-the-cob).  By  some 
ludicrous  effort  they  manage  to  flip 
the  pot  on  its  side  and  roll  to  safety 
just  as  the  cannibals  are  massacred  to 
a  man  by  the  German  army. 

Now  they  are  captured  by  child-like 
good  natives  who  do  their  laundry. 
Next  they  are  captured  by  natives  led 
by  a  woman  who  looks  like  Tina  Tur¬ 
ner  with  a  bad  hangover  and  lower 
back  pain. 

The  bad  natives  are  going  to  lower 
Quartermain  into  a  crocodile  pit,  but 
they  are  thwarted  at  the  last  minute 
by  the  appearance  of  Quartermain's 
faithful  native  companion  Umbopo 
who  turns  out  to  be  the  long-lost  king 
of  this  bloodthirsty  people.  During 
the  confusion  of  the  ensuing  German 
attack,  the  old  crone  makes  off  into 
the  mines  (set  into  a  pair  of  mam¬ 
miform  hills  called  “Sheba's 
Breasts”)  with  Jesse^  with  Quarter- 
main,  Umbopo,  the  chief  kraut,  the 
slimy  turk,  half  an  infantry  division, 
and  the  German’s  Wagner-playing 
gramophone  in  hot  pursuit. 

It  seems  the  old  bitch  is  going  to 
lower  the  girl  into  a  volcanic  pit 
because  she  bears  a  family  resemblan¬ 
ce  to  the  Queen  of  Sheba  who  is 
frozen  in  a  qearby  stalactite. 

I  can’t  go  on. 

The  mine  itself  is  unimpressive:  a 
twenty-by-twenty  foot  room  with  lots 
of  brass  and  chandelier  crystal  on  the 
floor,  hardly  the  stuff  of  legends. 

Quartermain  and  the  girl  are  not 
necessary,  because  the  mines  are  well- 


Quartermairt  (Richard  Chamberlin),  a.k.a.  Rambo 

enough  guarded  by  traps  to  keep  out 
even  the  most  indestructible  Turk.  In 
fact,  he  ends  his  days  in  the  volcanic 
pit.  The  German  is  eaten  by  some  sort 
of  mechanical  hippo-dragon  sex 
machine.  They  don’t  even  get  out  on 
the  hero’s  resourcefulness,  they  are 
led  out  of  the  mines  by  Umbopo. 

A  pointless  movie  in  and  of  itself 
would  be  bad  enough,  but  this  one  is 
downright  offensive.  The  natives  are 
either  evil  or  childlike,  right  out  of 
Kipling.  They  are  regularly  massacred 
by  the  Kaiser’s  army.  Indeed,  the 
German  army  behaves  not  like  the 


Kaiser’s  aristocratic  Wehrmacht,  but 
like  Hitler’s  Waffen-SS.  When  they 
must  cross  quicksand,  the  German 
colonel  approvingly  watches  Dogati 
the  Turk  (Rhys-Davies)  machine-gun 
all  of  his  troops  to  make  a  convenient 
walk-way. 

I  had  high  hopes  for  Chamberlain 
as  a  swashbuckling  adventurer.  They 
were  dashed  by  his  watery  performan¬ 
ce,  delivering  contrived  one-liners 
with  a  silly  grin  on  his  face  along  with 
a  fake  tan  that  couldn’t  fool  a  blind 
man.  Sharon  Stone  as  Jessie  Huston 
was  gorgeous  (especially  as  her  safari 


shorts  got  progressively  shorter  during 
the  course  of  the  movie)  but  her  lines 
at  the  beginning  established  her  as  a 
dumb  blonde  beyond  easy  redemption 
along  with  the  fact  that  her  only  line 
repeated  through  the  rest  of  the  movie 
is  “Quartermain!" 

Herbert  Lorn  as  Colonel  Bockner 
and  Ken  Gampu  as  Umbopo  acted 
passably  the  bratwurst-eating  comic- 
opera  colonel  and  the  faithful,  wise, 
but  easily  frightened  blackamoor 
respectively.  John  Rhys-Davies,  who 
acted  with  Chamberlain  in  Shogun, 
and  who  appeared  as  Sailah  in 
Raiders,  acts  the  greedy,  indestruc¬ 
tible  Turk  well.  Perhaps  it  is  the  sim¬ 
plicity  of  the  character  and  the  lack  of 
anyone  better  to  upstage  him,  but  he 
comes  off  as  the  best  actor  in  the 
movie. 

The  sets  are  all  obviously  made  of 
styrofoam  and  fiberglass,  giving  the 
impression  that  the  tribesmen  are 
living  in  an  abandoned  amusement 
park,  and  that  it  is  safe  for  them  to 
crash  the  plane  into  the  rocks  near  the 
air-strip. 

On  the  whole,  the  movie  is  without 
point  or  direction,  as  well  as  without 
technical  expertise  or  flashy  effects  to 
justify  spending  S5.50  to  see  this 
loser.  Wait  for  it  to  come  out  on  First 
Choice. 


Red,  White  and  Blue  Nights 


•  BY  ELLEN  PEKILIS 

When  Reagan  and  Gorbachev  met 
to  discuss  nuclear  disarmament,  they 
didn’t  realize  they  were  also  supplying 
the  king  of  publicity  money  can’t  buy 
for  a  film  that  opened  the  same  week. 
White  Nights  is  certainly  no  Rambo 
clone,  but  it  is  suffused  wish  a  very 
“we  good”  versus  “they  bad” 
philosophy  regarding 

American /Soviet  relations.  Burdened 
with  a  plot  that  is,  to  say  the  least, 
unlikely,  the  film  is  actually  saved  by 
strong  performances  from  the  stars. 

White  Nights  concerns  a  world- 
famous  Russian  ballet  dancer,  Kolya 
Rodchenko  (Mikhail  Baryshnikov), 
who  has  defected  to  the  United  States. 
Any  similarities  to  Baryshnikov’s  own 
story  are  purely  intentional.  When  his 
plane  crash  lands  in  the  USSR,  Kolya 
is  taken  into  custody  by  Soviet  of¬ 
ficials.  They  regard  him  as  both  a 
criminal  and  an  embarrassment,  and 
wish  to  repatriate  him  as  a  national 
prodigal  son. 

This  is  where  the  plot  starts  to  get 
unlikely.  Nefarious  KGB  Colonel 
Chaiko  (Jerzy  Skolimowski)  decides 
that  the  best  way  to  reconvert  Kolya  is 
to  put  him  in  the  hands  of  no,  not  the 
KGB,  not  long-missed  relatives,  but  in 
the  hands  of  one  Raymond  Green¬ 
wood  (Gregory  Hines).  Hines,  you  see 
is  an  American  dancer  who  has  defec¬ 
ted  to  the  U.S.S.R. 

This  device  is  the  film’s  greatest 
flaw.  Sure,  you  say,  being  a  defector 
he  is  a  good  choice  because  he  should 
be  as  big  a  zealot  for  the  Soviets  as 
Kolya  is  for  the  Americans.  However, 
Raymond  has  fallen  out  of  favour 
with  the  Kremlin  and  been  shipped  off 
to  Siberia  with  his  wife  Darya 
(Isabella  Rossellini).  Does  Colonel 
Chaiko  really  think  Siberia  has  en¬ 
deared  Raymond  to  the  U.S.S.R.?  Does 
the  Colonel  also  think  that  driving 
Raymond  to  a  salt  mine  and 
ominously  muttering,  “People  get  old 
before  their  time  here”  is  going  to 
make  Raymond  more  co-operative 


and  successful  at  the  dedicate  art  of 
persuasion? 

Considering  the  ludicrous  part  he 
has  to  work  with,  Gregory  Hines 
deserves  applause  and  respect.  Believe 
it  or  not,  he  does  a  credible  job 
covering  up  the  bad  writing,  at  which 
task  his  dancing  helps.  He  tells  his  life 
story  to  Kolya  and  Darya  to  a  ex¬ 
pressively  improvised  tapdance  ac¬ 
companiment.  Presumably,  the 
audience  is  too  busy  watching  his  feet 


Rossellini  and  Helen  Mirren  (as 
Kolya's  ex-lover)  fare  worse.  Forced 
to  spend  most  of  their  time  dissolving 
into  tears,  they  occasionally  provoked 
unintentional  laughter  from  the 
audience.  An  unexpected  bright  spot 
is  Polish  director  Jerzy  Skolimowski 
(Moonlighting)  as  Colonel  Chaiko. 
His  Chaiko  is  surprisingly  suave  and 
sophisticated,  with  no  facial  tics, 
bulging  jugulars,  or  other  typical 
mannerisms  of  Russian  baddies. 


Rodchenko  (Mikhail)  and  Raymond  ( Gregory ) 


to  pick  up  on  the  fact  that  Raymond 
defected  because  when  he  joined  the 
American  army  nobody  told  him  he'd 
“become  a  killer.”  (Is  Raymond 
unaware  that  the  USSR  has  a  standing 
army  who  are  not  slouches  in  the 
killing  department?) 

Baryshnikov  is  clearly  the  star  of 
the  picture.  His  character  is  flawed  as 
well,  although  not  as  drastrically  as 
Hines.  Kolya,  unlike  Raymond,  has 
become  thoroughly  converted  to  the 
ways  of  his  new  country,  to  the  point 
that  he  seems  to  feel  absolutely  no 
homesickness.  Baryshnikov  manages 
to  convey  Americanism  tinged  with  an 
unspoken  personal  regret  that  is  not 
written  into  the  script.  Isabella 


The  highlight  of  the  picture,  of 
course,  is  not  the  plot  but  the  dan¬ 
cing.  While  some  of  the  warm-up 
scenes  are  rapid-fire  shots  edited  to 
look  like  a  male  20  Minute  Workout, 
the  serious  dancing  is  Filmed  very  well 
indeed.  Choreographed  by  the  dancers 
themselves  as  well  as  Twyla  Tharp  the 
dancing  is  sometimes  transcendent. 

Admittedly.  White  Nights'  storyline 
J  is  full  of  holes.  As  stressed,  however, 
i  both  Baryshnikov  and  Hines  show 
[  they  can  act  as  well  as  dance,  and 
I  rescue  the  picture  in  spite  of  itself.  If 
j  you  can  regard  the  plot  as  valleys 
I  between  the  hills  provided  by  two 
spectacular  dancers,  the  movie  is  wor¬ 
th  seeing. 
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>  BY  ALEX  KIDSTON 

One  of  the  newest  bands  to  hit  the 
underground  music  scenes  in  cities 
across  Canada,  Skinny  Puppy,  began 
about  a  year  ago  in  their  hometown, 
Vancouver.  They're  now  touring  and 
have  played  two  dates  in  Toronto. 
They  have  a  unique  sound,  sur¬ 
prisingly  consisting  of  today’s  bub¬ 
blegum  commodities:  synthesizers 

and  drum  machines.  The  latter, 
however,  are  substantially  altered  and 
along  with  threatening  vocals,  make 
up  the  thick  sound  of  Skinny  Puppy. 

Along  with  their  music,  Skinny 
Puppy  have  a  good  stage  presence: 
two  guys  surrounded  by  industrial 
frames  of  scrap  metal  and  keyboards 
and  a  singer  (Kevin  Ogilvie)  who 
seems  to  have  everything  (i.e.  life, 
you  etc.).  Skulls  are  everywhere,  in¬ 
cluding  out  in  the  audience.  By  the 
time  Ogilvie  is  through  with  his 
theatrical  effects;  these  effects  include 
explosives,  grinders,  an  industrial  per¬ 
cussion  set  (at  the  Diamond  only)  and 
simulated  suicide  through  the  use  of  a 
previously  smashed  mirror,  a  knife, 
lots  of  fake  blood,  and  Ogilvie’s  ar¬ 
ms,  kneck,  face,  etc.  Kevin  Crom¬ 
pton  (ex-drummer  for  Vancouver’s 
Images  In  Vogue,  who  played 
Roscoe’s  last  year)  and  Craig  (no  last 
name  available)  stand  in  their  in¬ 
strumental  cubes  throughout,  sup¬ 
plying  harsh  percussion,  heavy  synth 


Skinny  Puppy 


work,  a  little  bit  of  movement  and  oc¬ 
casional  glances  at  the  audience.  The 
audience,  a  mixture  of  curious  people 
and  dedicated  fans  loved  every  minute 
of  the  set;  encores  were  demanded 


Kevin  Ogilvie.  a.k.a.  Nevik 
and  gravely  given,  the  band  playing 
most  of  its  material  (including  “Far 
To  Frail’’,  "Smothered  Hope”  and 
others)  by  the  end  of  the  night. 

Sicinny  Puppy's  main  contribution 
to  popular  music  is  the  band’s  effective 
creation  of  a  fatalistic  mood,  lyrically 
and  musically  in  all  of  their  songs. 
It’s  a  bleak,  realistic  view  of  the 
world;  shocking  to  some,  humorous 
to  others,  but  it’s  captivating,  gut- 
wrenching  and  merciless.  This  is  a 
jarring  departure  from  the  monotony 
that  is  Dance-Floor-Techno-Pop 
music. 
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Harlan’s  world 


•  BY  LOIS  MERMEL5TEIN 

Medea:  Harlan’s  World 

Edited  by  Harlan  Ellison 

Bantam  Books,  532  pages,  S12.95 

This  book  is  something  of  an  ex¬ 
periment,  not  at  all  a  run  of  the  mill 
science  fiction  anthology.  Like  most 
experiments,  it  is  neither  a  total 
failure,  nor  a  total  success. 

The  concept  of  this  collection  is  a 
fairly  unusual  one.  Editor  Ellison 
mentions  two  similar  collections  in  the 
fifty-year  history  of  modern  science 
fiction,  but  neither  was  as  ambitious 
as  this. 

What  Ellison  has  done,  to  quote 
from  his  introduction  is  to  show 
writers  "building  worlds  before  your 
very  eyes”.  Actually  only  one  world, 
Medea,  but  it  is  so  diverse  that  one 
is  enough.  First,  he  got  several  well- 
known  science  fiction  writers  to  set 
out  about  fifteen  pages  of 
specifications  of  Medea  and  its  solar 
system.  He  then  took  this  skeleton 
setting,  gave  it  to  four  major  science- 
fiction  writers,  sat  them  down  in  front 
of  an  audience  and  watched  a 
skeleton  grow  fiesh.  Adding 
suggestions  from  the  audience  after 
intermission,  he  asked  the  writers  to 
come  up  with  story  ideas  set  on 
Medea.  The  book  includes  the  specs, 
transcript  of  the  idea  session,  ideas 
from  the  audience,  second  thoughts 
from  the  writers,  as  well  as  the  actual 
stories  that  came  out  of  this  session. 

It’s  a  good  concept.  It  was 
fascinating  to,  in  a  way,  get  inside  the 


heads  of  top  writers  as  they  develop  a 
world  into  a  story.  But,  in  spite  of 
this  unique  opportunity,  the  book 
fails.  ,  ,  . 

I’m  not  quite  sure  why  the  whole 
thing  falls  as  flat  as  it  does.  Maybe 
Medea  is  just  too  complicated.  In 
trying  to  achieve  a  variety  of  setting 
possibilities,  the  writers  serve  mostly 
to  confuse  not  only  the  reader,  but 
also  themselves.  (No  one  seems  to  be 
able  to  get  straight  the  number  of  legs 
a  fux  has  at  any  stage  of  its  develop¬ 
ment,  for  instance.) 

More  probably,  though,  the  fault 
lies  in  the  fact  that  the  stories  them¬ 
selves  are  not  very  interesting.  Of  the 
eleven,  only  Larry  Niven’s  and  Poul 
Anderson’s  stand  out,  and  then  not 
much.  The  rest  are  just  dull. 

What  seems  to  have  happened  here 
is  that  the  background  has  taken  over. 
The  writers  seem  to  have  been  so  busy 
getting  setting  and  philosophical  con¬ 
flict  straight  that  they  forgot  to  in¬ 
clude  any  characters.  One  never  has  a 
chance  to  identify  with  anything,  and 
the  effect  is  much  like  discovering  that 
it  snowed  yesterday  in  the  Arctic.  It’s 
pretty,  but  who  really  cares? 

Writers’  minds  are  interesting 
places  to  hang  out,  particularly  when 
they  are  at  the  top  of  their  field  and 
doing  what  they  do  best,  namely 
writing.  Unfortunately,  the  stories 
they’ve  produced  just  don’t  fulfill 
their  promise.  The  reader  is  left  with 
the  impression  that  Medea  is  simply  a 
dull  hellhole  with  strange  geography 
and  wildlife,  and  a  sense  of  what 
could  have  been. 


& 

GREETINGS  FROM 

t 

537-1745  BMI  W'Cnci  Schm.NM  m  Town 

COUNTRY  STYLE 

HUNGARIAN  RESTAURANT 

450  BLOOR  STREET  WEST 

TORONTO  ONT  M5S  1X8  FAST  TAKEOUT  SERVICE 

■  y 

ON  THE  TOWN 


Dec.  3 

BTO/The  Shane  Gang— DIAMOND 
Tres  Hombres— HEAVEN 
ZZ  Top— GARDENS 
Dec.  3-6: 

Shuffic  Demons— HOLIDAY 
Dec.  3-15: 

Camelot-O’KEEFE  CENTRE 
Dec.  4 

Brian  Plummer  and  the  Suspects— ELMO 

L’Etrange,  Curtis  Driedgcr,  Word  of  Mouth 

Band — HOLIDAY 

David  Wilcox— THE  COPA 

Pete  Sceger  and  Arlo  Guthrie — MASSEY 

HALL 

Dec.  5 

Itsa  Skitsa— CAMERON 

Betty  and  the  Babysitters,  Taylor 

Green— HOLIDAY 

David  Sereda— LEE’S 

Dec.  6 

Platinum  Blonde,  The  Arrows— GARDENS 

Gang  Green— STARWOOD 

High  Noon,  Dircktive  17,  Rude 

Awakening— HOLIDAY 

Dec.  7 

Liberty  Silver— HOLIDAY 
Dec.  9-10 

Matt  ‘Guitar’  Murphy— BAMBOO 
Dec.  10 

The  Cull,  Wire  Train— CONCERT  HALL 
Santers— DIAMOND 
Dec.  11 

The  Arrows— DIAMOND 
Anthrax  /  Sacrifice— HEAVEN 


Dec.  12 

The  Detonators — STARWOOD 
a  Neon  Rome,  Jesus  and  Mary 
Chain— DIAMOND 
Dec.  12 

Purple  Paislye— R.P.M. 

Shari  Lewis— THOMSON  HALL 
The  Jesus  and  Mary  Chain— R.P.M. 

Mide  Ure— THE  COPA 
Dec.  12-14 

Oliver  Lake  and  Jump  Up — HOLIDAY 
Dec.  13 

Doug  Cameron— MUSIC  HALL 
Dec.  14 

Allen  Touss4int/ Salome  Bey— LARRY'S 
Lillian  Allcn-FALLOUR  SHELTER 
Dec.  16 

Michael  Rose— DIAMOND 
The  Spoons— DIAMOND 
Dec.  17 

Michael  Rose— DIAMOND 
Pat  Travers— NAG’S  NORTH 
Dec.  18-21 

Messiah— ROY  THOMPSON  HALL  (RTH) 
Dec.  18-22 

Muppet  Show  on  Tour— O’KEEFE 
Dec.  21 

Peter  and  the  Wolfe— MASSEY  HALL 
Dec.  22 

Canadian  Brass/Swingle  Singers— RTH 
Dec.  31 

Thompson  Twinse/O.M.D.— GARDENS 
Parachute  Club— DIAMOND 
Jan.  19 

Billy  Crystal— MASSEY  HALL 
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The  Lucy  Show:  Undone  (A&M 
records) 


The  Icicle  Works:  The  Small  Price  of  a 
Bicycle  (Beggars  Banquet /Polygram) 


Madness:  Mad  Not  Mad  (Geffen 
Records) 


The  Replacements:  Tim  (Sire  Records) 


Lucy  brings  back  memories 


•  BY  DAVE  WAVE 

The  Lucy  Show  is  an  amalgamation 
of  Canadian  and  British  musicians 
that  not  surprisingly  come  across  as 
sounding  more  “American”  than 
anything  else.  Not  the  America  of 
Madonna,  i.e.  eighties  disco;  but  the 
America  of  R.E.M.,  traditional 
melodies  and  jangling  guitars.  This 
band,  led  by  Calgarians  Mark  Ban- 
dola  and  Rob  Vandeven,  was  formed 
in  the  U.K.  when  the  two  Canucks 
moved  there  in  1978  to  avoid  getting 
sucked  into  the  radio  cesspool  in  Nor¬ 
th  America.  Based  on  the  strength  of 
...Undone,  it  is  fortunate  for  music 
fans  that  The  Lucy  Show  found  a 
following  that  could  appreciate  ’60s 
style  songs. 

While  groups  like  R.E.M.,  Rain 


Parade  and  Dream  Syndicate  have 
rediscovered  pre-hippie  music  for  us 
North  Americans,  The  Lucy  Show  has 
led  the  way  in  Britain.  Although  early 
reviewers  compared  “the  Lucies”  to 
JulianCope's  Teardrop  Explodes,  the 
Cure,  or  Echo  and  the  Bunnymen,  the 
majority  of  songs  on  ...Undone  sound 
distinctly  unique  in  spite  of  the  band’s 
well-known  influences.  Considering 
the  fact  the  two  Steves  (Lovell  and 
Powell),  who  both  worked  with  Julian 
Cope,  produced  this  debut  album  that 
is  quite  an  accomplishment. 

There  are  many  outstanding  cuts  off 
... Undone ;  the  title  track, 
“Resistance,”  “Dream  Boys,"  and 
“Ephemeral  (This  is  no  Heaven)” 
being  the  most  likely  to  attract  atten¬ 
tion.  Once  again,  early  reviews  tend 
to  disagree  on  which  songs  were  the 


strongest,  another  compliment  to  how 
talented  The  Lucies  are.  Certainly  the 
lyrical  content  of  each  track  reinforces 
this  argument.  In  “The  Twister”  we 
have  a  haunting,  Liverpudlian-type 
song,  reminiscent  of  Teardrop  Ex¬ 
plodes,  to  end  the  first  side.  ...Un¬ 
done,  sounding  much  like  R.E.M.,  is 
followed  by  “Remain”  which  coin¬ 
cidentally  is  best  compared  to 
R.E.M.'s  fellow  Georgians  Let’s  Ac¬ 
tive  start  side  two  of  the  album. 

The  Lucy  Show,  mesmeric  and  in¬ 
ventive,  seem  to  somehow  cross  the 
barrier  most  young  bands  never  do: 
finding  worthy  influences  but  never 
assimilating  them  into  their  own  style. 
The  Lucy  Show,  one  of  the  most 
enlightened  groups  of  rock  musicians 
in  some  time,  manage  to  match  their 
forebears,  and  them  some. 


•  BY  CHRIS  THOMPSON 

This  is  a  peculiar  album.  It  has  a 
peculiar  cover.  It  has  within  it  some 
peculiar  melodies,  and  some  peculiar 
lyrics.  It  is  quite  different  from  last 
year’s  debut  LP  The  Icicle  If'orfo.The 
group  has  moved  from  the  psychedelic 
sounds  of  "Whisper  to  a  Scream” 
and  “Love  is  a  Wonderful  Colour”  to 
a  raunchier,  more  American,  almost 
R.E.M.-type  sound. 

The  opening  cut,  “Hollow  Horse”, 
comes  sweeping  in  on  a  crescendo  of 
general  noise,  building  up  to  a  sudden 
bass,  guitar  and  drum  entry.  Not  your 
typical  type  of  lead-in,  but  then  again, 
who  wants  to  be  typical? 


Lead  singer  Ian  McNabb’s  vocals 
on  this  album  are  at  times  overdone, 
and  at  other  times  quite  good.  The 
lyrics  are  often  meaningless,  but  at 
other  times  quite  outspoken:  “I  sing 
this  song  with  my  tongue  in  my 
cheek/  For  the  jilted,  the  jaundiced, 
the  angry  young  men/  Who  somehow 
believe  that  the  status  quo  changes/ 
with  juvenile  slogans  in  down  market 
rags.”  Hmmm.  Does  that  include  The 
New  Edition ? 

The  Icicle  Works  have 
acknowledged  the  influence  of 
R.E.M.  on  this  album.  The  only 
major  difference  is  that  whereas 
Michael  Stripe  is  content  to  mumble 


his  convoluted  lyrics  into  the  mike, 
Ian  McNabb  prefers  to  sing  at  the  top 
of  his  lungs,  almost  opera-like. 
Imagine  Luciano  Pavarotti  singing 
“South  Central  Rain.”  Yeah.  You’ve 
got  the  idea. 

All  in  all,  this  album  is  much  less 
commercial,  much  less  intricate,  and 
much  less  “new  wave.”  You  Le 
Chateau  patrons  who  loved  “Whisper 
to  a  Scream”  and  thought  it  was  the 
greatest  thing  since  DD’s  "Hungry 
Like  the  Wolf’  will  be  disappointed. 
If  you  like  R.E.M.,  Neil  Young,  and 
cowboy  boots,  you  might  find  The 
Small  Price  of  a  Bicycle  quite  affor¬ 
dable. 


•  BY  CHRIS  THOMPSON 

Oh,  how  the  Nutty  Boys  have 
grown  up.  The  first  single  from  this 
album  will  attest  to  that.  “Yesterday’s 
Men”  is  a  somber,  yet  likeable  tango- 
type  tune  about  growing  old.  Or  is  it? 
One  can  never  be  quite  sure  with  these 
guys.  Lead  singer  Suggs  says  it’s  about 
the  British  aristocracy.  Let’s  believe 
him. 

On  the  whole,  this  LP  is  more  of 
the  same.  Same  producers,  same 
general  sound.  The  loss  of  keyboar¬ 
dist  Mike  Barson  has  not  left  too  big 
a  hole,  as  keyboards  on  the  album 
were  handled  by  the  very  competent 


Steve  Nieve  from  Elvis  Costello’s  At¬ 
tractions. 

Don’t  think  for  a  moment  that 
‘more  of  the  same’  is  bad,  however. 
The  Madness  sound  has  brought  them 
21  straight  hit  singles  in  the  UK. 
There  has  to  be  something  going  right 
here.  ‘TIL  Compete”  is  an  upbeat 
testimony  about  the  whys  and 
wherefores  of  the  music  industry. 
“Uncle  Sam”  sounds  a  bit  like  a  lot 
of  previous  hit  singles  and  carries  the 
closest  thing  to  a  political  statement 
on  the  album.  The  catchiest  tune, 
however,  is  a  cover  of  Scritti  Politti’s 


“The  Sweetest  Girl.”  A  slow  ska  beat 
makes  this  version  distinctly  Madness’ 
and  also  puts  it  miles  ahead  of  the 
original. 

While  it’s  true  that  Madness  may  be 
considered  unfashionable,  simplistic 
and  perhaps  wimpy,  they  still  can 
write  a  good  song.  If  you  liked  their 
previous  stuff,  you’ll  like  this.  If  you 
don’t  own  an  album  of  theirs,  this  is 
as  good  as  any  of  their  previous  effor¬ 
ts.  If  you  find  it  a  little  too  juvenile 
for  your  tastes,  you  can  always  give  it 
to  your  ten-year-old  cousin  for 
Christmas. 


•  BY  FETAL  EX 

The  Replacements  are  a  Min¬ 
neapolis  band.  This  is  not  of  par¬ 
ticular  importance  except  for  the  fact 
that  Tim,  their  fifth  album,  is  the  first 
collection  of  their  tunes  that  one  need 
not  buy  on  French  or  English  imports. 
Like  town-mates  Husker  Du,  The 
Replacements  are  included  amongst 
the  great  new  American  Bands;  clearly 
showing  their  influences  with  no  sense 
of  shame  whatsoever. 

This  is  what  makes  this  four  piece 
band  so  attractive.  Straight  ahead 
rock  n’roll,  the  way  it  used  to  be  and 
the  way  it  should  be,  is  their  specialty. 
Tim,  like  the  previous  Let  It  Be  album 
seems  to  suggest  Mr.  Westerberg  et  al 
want  at  least  some  commercial 
recognition.  Surely  there  are  enough 
youth  anthems  on  Tim  to  guarantee 
this.  “Swingin’  Party”  and  “Here 
Comes  a  Regular"  both  slow  and 
nostalgic  for  all  you  alienated 
socialites;  and  "Bastards  of  Young", 


high  speed-rally  rock  for  all  the  anti¬ 
social  snots  who’ve  been  let  down  on¬ 
ce  too  often  by  The  Clash.  This  is 
what  Yankee  music  should  be  about: 

We  are  the  sons  of  no  one, 
bastards  of  young. 

The  daughters  and  the  sons... 
Willingness  to  claim  us,  they  got  no 
war  to  name  us!” 

These  guys  are  still  basically  un¬ 
derground,  but  apolitical  for  sure.  But 
who  the  fuck  cares?  It’s  smart  rock 
’n’  roll.  So  simply  clever  al  times  that 
you  often  wonder  if  The  Replacemen¬ 
ts  are  perhaps  not  letting  you  in  on  a 
private  joke.  Take  a  dose  of  “Kiss  Me 
on  the  Bus”  or  "Waitress  in  the 
Sky”.  The  beauty  is  that  there  really 
ain’t  all  that  much  to  these  songs.  Or 
is  there?  Similarly,  "Little  Mascara", 
like  Let  It  Be' s  “Androgynous”,  is  so 
perfectly  understated  that  it’s  ironical 
social  commentary  cannot  be  missed. 

Group  leader  Paul  Westerberg, 
commenting  on  signing  a  deal  with  a 


major  label  (that  brought  us  Talking 
Heads  and  The  Smiths)  in  Sire 
Records,  clearly  fell  the  band  was  not 
being  pushed  anywhere  they  did  not 
feel  pleased  in  going.  "If  you  don’t 
like  it,  tough  shit.  This  record  is  what 
we  want  to  do.”  While  this  is  easily 
the  most  commercial  album  the  band 
has  delivered,  there  is  no  reason  that 
the  hardcore  following  need  to  chuck 
their  Replacements’  memorabilia 
away.  anyway,  this  is  ob¬ 
viously  not  a  thrash  band 
and  probably  most  people 
who  know  the  band 
have  realized  this.  But  the  lit¬ 
tle  radio  time  The  Replacements  get 
will  be  more  than  deserved  in  Toron¬ 
to’s  “Top  40  Wasteland”.  It’s  about 
time  someone  in  a  position  of  respon¬ 
sibility  out  there  in  radioland  got  off 
their  well-fattened  butts  and  gave 
these  guys  a  listen  to  (and  than  in¬ 
cludes  that  “shrine  of  idealism"  CF- 
NY). 
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Closing  the  door  on  ‘the  Fridge’ 


•  BY  DR.  O  (PHY  138,  238,  ENG 
100) 

With  the  emergence  of  the  Chicago 
Bears’  newest  offensive  weapon, 
William  "The  Rcfridgeralor"  Perry, 
bewildered  opposition  coaches  have 
searched  everywhere  for  a  possible 
defense  against  this  143  kg  (310  lb) 
situation  running  back.  Aware  of  the 
University  of  Toronto’s  international 
reputation  for  research,  some  NFL 
coaches  have  been  spotted  here 
looking  for  an  answer. 

Having  done  much  undercover  leg- 
work,  this  reporter  managed  to  obtain 
the  results  of  a  commissioned  team  of 
physicists.  The  Law  of  Conservation 
of  Momentum  was  used  to  calculate 
the  velocity  needed  by  defensive 
players  of  various  sizes  to  slop  the 
"The  Fridge"  at  various  stages  of  a 
run. 

If  Perry  is  hit  in  the  backfield  (ap¬ 
proximately  3m  behind  the  line  of 
scrimmage)  his  momentum  equals  458 
kg  m/s.  This  assumes  uniform  ac¬ 


celeration  to  a  top  speed  of  7.2  m/s, 
over  a  distance  of  10m.  Perry’s 
velocity  after  running  2m  is  calculated 
to  be  3.2  m/s.  At  this  position  it  was 
determined  that  any  defensive  player 
with  a  clear  path  could  stop  him.  For 
instance,  a  safety  weighing  91  kg  (200 
lbs)  and  starling  about  5m  from  the 
line  of  scrimmage  could  reach  a 
velocity  great  enough  to  have  a 
momentum  equalling  that  of  Perry’s. 
Equal  momentum  would  result  in  a 
collision  where  both  men  end  up 
stopped  ‘cold.’  The  problem  here  is 
that  the  safety  would  have  to  an¬ 
ticipate  the  snap  count  very  well  in 
order  to  get  deep  in  the  backfield 
while  Perry  is  still  there.  Both 
linebackers  and  defensive  linemen 
could  also  stop  Perry  if  they  reached 
that  far  into  the  backfield  fast 
enough. 

Now,  when  "The  Fridge”  reaches 
the  line  of  scrimmage,  things  change 
drastically.  A  safely  can  no  longer 
stop  Perry  cold,  not  even  if  the 


“Quotebook” 


•  BY  ANGELO  D’ASCANIO 

“Montreal  was  the  team  for  French 
Canadians.  But  for  fans  who  were 
bilingual  like  me — English  and 
profanity — Toronto  was  Canada’s 
team." 

Hockey  Hall  of  Famer  Gordie  Howe 
on  what  the  Toronto  Maple  Leafs  on¬ 
ce  meant  to  Canadians—  Globe  and 
Mail. 

"1  remember  wishing  we  had  never 
called  it." 

Washington  Redskins’  Q.B.  Joe 
Theisman’s  response  to  the  question 
of  what  he  remembered  most  about 
the  play  in  which  he  suffered  a  severe 
compound  leg  fracture. 

Taking  his  season  ending  leg  injury  in 
stride,  Theisman  added  that  it  was 
"probably  the  best  thing  for  my  pun¬ 
ting  career."  (Earlier  this  season 
Theisman  was  called  in  to  punt  for 
the  injured  Jeff  Hayes  and  responded 
with  a  one  yard  kick.) 

“Everybody  is  trying  to  steal  Bergen. 
Who  am  1  supposed  to  trade  for 
him— Lee  Trevino." 

Philadelphia  Flyers’  hockey  coach 
Bobby  "fuckin  queer  ref  Clarke  on 
the  loss  of  centre  Todd  Bergen  who 
quit  the  Flyers  in  the  off  season  to  try 
a  pro  golf  career—  The  Toronto  Star 


"He  had  somebody  thrust  a  football 
into  the  glutinous  folds  of  his  gut, 
Perry  clutched  the  ball  and  from  the 
neighborhood  of  the  two  yard  line, 
fell  into  the  end  zone.  When  you’re  6’ 
5”,  308  lbs.,  and  lean  forward,  it’s 
very  hard  to  do  anything  else  but  fall 
two  yards  forward." 

U.S.  sporiN  col il mist  on  the  Chicago 
Bears’  308  lb  situation  back 
William  "The  Refrigerator"  Perry 

‘Tve  told  them  all  along  that  I  felt 
they  were  working  hard  and  doing  a 
good  job.” 

Owner  of  the  Toronto  Maple  Leafs, 
Harold  Ballord  expressed  his  approval 
of  coach  Dan  Maloney  and  general 
manager  Gerry  "the  insane  one” 
McNamara  after  the  Leafs  tied  a  club 
record  for  excellence — 11  consecutive 
games  without  a  win —Globe  and  Mail 

"I’d  say  right  now  from  70-80%  of 
the  players  arc  being  taken  care 
of.. .That’s  why  you  see  so  many 
seniors  smiling." 

Tony  Degrate,  former  Texas  defensive 
lineman  who  won  last  year’s  Lombar¬ 
di  award  for  most  outstanding 
lineman  in  U.S.  college  football, 
comments  on  U.S.  college  senior 
athletes  illegally  receiving  money  and 
other  benefits — Globe  and  Mail 


Rm.  4090 

Ministry  of  Sports 


•  BY  CHRIS  SMITH 

If  you  go  down  a  few  stairs,  just 
off  the  4th  floor  in  Wilson  Hall,  you 
will  stumble  upon  Rm.  4090.  Rm. 
4090  is  a  place  few  know  the 
whereabouts  of.  but  the  four  girls  wh- 
°  live  inside  of  it  are  quite  familiar 
with  it  (too  familiar?).  Besides  sharing 
a  room  together,  three  of  the  four 
girls  also  share  the  rewarding  ex¬ 
perience  of  being  varsity  athletes. 

Lynne  Miller  is  one  of  the  top 

"u  '  ' 


divers  on  the  women’s  varsity  team, 
and  in  competition  this  past  weekend 
she  qualified  for  the  senior  nationals. 
(As  an  aside,  teammate  Randy 
Sageman  dove  supremely  and  won  the 
President's  Cup.) 

Thames  Noble  is  a  rookie  on  the 
Lady  Blues  hockey  squad  and  reports 
that  the  team  is  5-0.  "We're  a  finesse 
team,"  says  Noble  who  presently  sees 
a  lot  of  "intense”  sideline  action. 

Chris  Smith  is  a  member  of  the  fif- 
the  placed  women’s  badminton  team. 
However,  in  their  next  tournament, 
January  25  &  26  at  R.M.C.,  U  of  T 
will  be  playing  hard  for  a  playoff  ber¬ 
th.  Coach  Marj  Shedd  is  confident  her 
girls  will  see  action  at  the  Ontario 
championship. 


'The  Fridge'  at  work  and  at  play 


defender  is  at  full  speed.  A  110  kg 
(240  lb)  linebacker  could  not  stop 
Perry  with  only  a  2m  run  into  the  hit. 
The  defender  would  need  an  8m  run; 
by  the  time  he  reached  the  line  of 
scrimmage  Perry  would  already  be 
nearly  in  downfield.  The  only  chance 
the  linebacker  would  have  is  if  he 
started  his  run  from  8m  back  before 
the  ball  was  snapped.  Not  a  very 
feasible  prospect.  At  this  point  a 
defensive  lineman  would  be  virtually 
standing  still.  In  order  to  stop  Perry 
a  127  kg  (2?0  lb)  lineman  would  have 
to  accelerate  his  body  by  snapping  his 
legs  and  generating  a  velocity  for  his 
upper  body.  In  order  to  stop  the 
moving  Perry,  the  required  force  from 
the  defenders  legs  would  be  4064 
Neutons.  This  corresponds  to  that 
force  required  to  lift  a  415  kg  (912  lb) 
weight.  This  force  is  also  that  which  is 
required  to  overcome  the  static  force 
of  friction  for  a  1382  kg  (3041  lb)  ob¬ 
ject.  (The  coefficient  was  taken  to  be 
.3  which  is  that  of  nylon— this  ap- 

Lady  Blues 
breezing  along 

•  BY  DENISE  COOMBS 

The  University  of  Toronto’s  Lady 
Blues  continued  their  winning  ways 
with  a  78-40  romp  over  the  Ryerson 
Rams  when  they  met  on  Tuesday, 
November  26. 

The  ransacked  Rams  never  really 
had  a  chance  as  the  Blues  deftly 
executed  full  court  press  earned  them 
three  steal  and  an  8-0  lead  in  the  first 
1.5  minutes. 

U  of  T  (mercifully?)  lifted  their 
press  in  the  second  half,  but  con¬ 
tinued  to  rack  up  the  points  with  their 
quick-passing  fast*  break.  Even 
without  the  press,  the  Blue’s 
aggressive  defencive  work  paid  off 
with  numerous  steals. 

Once  again,  fellow  All-Canadians 
Angela  Orton  and  Pat  Melville  were 
outstanding.  Melville’s  outside  shot 
and  Orton’s  magic  under  the  boards 
earned  them  22  and  17  points  respec¬ 
tively. 

This  is  both  player's  fifth  and  final 
year  of  eligibility.  They  have  played 
on  various  provincial  and  national 
teams  (Orton  and  Melville  travelled  to 
Japan  this  summer  for  the  world 
student  games,  and  Orton  also  went 
to  Bulgaria  with  the  senior  national 
team).  Their  skill  and  experience  will 
be  major  factors  for  the  U  of  T  this 
year. 


proximates  the  ‘astroturf.’)  In  order 
to  just  budge  an  object,  the  static  for¬ 
ce  of  friction  must  be  overcome.  The 
aforementioned  mass  is  greater  than 
that  of  an  entire  defense. 

When  “The  Fridge"  is  past  the  line 
of  scrimmage  no  one  can  stop  him. 
When  you  think  about  it,  one  really 
does  not  need  a  calculator  to  realize 
men  weighing  190,  240,  or  280  lbs 
cannot  stop  a  310  lb  man  running  at 
nearly  full  speed.  Team  tackling  is  the 
the  only  possible  solution,  but  with 
offensive  linemen  blocking,  defense 
seems  .a  hopeless  endeavour.  Plan  on 
seeing  "The  Fridge”  pound  over  for 
plenty  more  TDs  and  who  knows,  we 
might  still  see  him  throw  the 
threatened  option  pass. 

Note:  If  the  physics  is  a  bit  confusing 
don’t  worry  about  it.  Unfortunately, 
space  limited  a  more  lucid  ex¬ 
planation.  For  Engineering  Science 
types,  if  you  are  confused  what  foot¬ 
ball  is,  ask  someone. 


Mary  Anne  Kowal,  a  second  year 
student  and  junior  All-Canadian, 
displayed  her  superb  outside  shot. 
Kowal  was  the  Blue’s  top  scorer  in 
their  recent  Philadelphia  trip— where 
they  faced  some  stiff  competition  and 
came  out  2  and  2. 

The  Blue’s  roster  is  replete  with 
notables.  Theresa  Burns,  one  of  their 
best  defensive  players,  is  also  the 
Blue’s  invaluable  playmaker  on  the 
court.  OW1AA  all-star  Peggy 
Biumenthal  led  the  team  in  field  goal 
accuracy  last  year,  and  she  is  a  strong 
rebounder. 

One  veteran  observer  of  the  U  of  T 
basketball  scene  considers  the  Blue’s 
starting  five  the  best  in  the  country. 
Bench  strength  is  often  the  deter¬ 
mining  factor  in  a  championship,  and 
the  non-starters  had  a  chance  to  show 
their  stuff  against  Ryerson  . 

Second  year  student  Lynn  Schulze 
has  excellent  fundamentals,  a  good 
outside  shot  and  speed.  Anna  Brozic, 
at  5’  7",  plays  like  she’s  six  feet  tall. 

The  two  rookies,  Samantha  Reed 
and  Anne  Marie  Bottineau,  also  saw 
action  against  Ryerson.  Reed,  a  top 
high  school  recruit,  should  provide 
added  depth  to  the  forward  position 
this  year.  Coach  Belanger  will  utilize 
the  speed  and  agressiveness  of 
Bottineau,  a  swing  guard. 

The  plays  face  their  toughest  rival, 
Laurcntian,  on  January  25.  Lauren- 
tian  narrowly  defeated  the  Blues  last 
year  in  their  bid  for  the  national  title. 
The  blues  eventually  finished  third  in 
the  nation. 
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N.C.  sporting  franchises  arise 


Women’s  Basketball 

The  New  Celtics  are  continuing  the 
tradition  of  their  Boston  namesake. 
The  girls  boosted  their  record  to  6  and 
1  two  weeks  back,  when  they  travelled 
to  Erindale.  Players  were  scarce,  and 
confidence  in  the  few  that  showed  was 
even  scarcer — despite  the  coach’s 
reassurance.  The  usually  strong  Erin¬ 
dale  side  was  ready  to  avenge  an 
earlier  season  setback  by  New — an 
upset,  some  said.  The  Celtics  once 
more  showed  their  dominance  in 


posting  a  20  to  10  victory.  If  not  for 
the  ‘unfriendly’  rims,  the  score  could 
easily  have  been  30  to  10.  Obviously 
the  defensive  effort  was  nothing  short 
of  superb. 

Last  Thursday  the  girls  pushed  their 
record  to  7  and  1  by  defeating  Vic. 
The  Celtics  head  into  the  Christmas 
break  solidly  in  second  place,  trailing 
first  place  Scarberia  by  only  2  points. 
They  look  forward  to  the  rematch 
against  the  division  leaders  next  year. 
Look  for  the  Celtics  to  win  this 
game,  and  go  all  the  way  in  ’86. 


Men’s  Division  I  Hockey 

The  New  ‘Waves,’  Div.  I  hockey 
team,  has  started  to  show  their  true 
talent  as  of  late.  Although  reeling  off 
consecutive  wins  against  UC,  Vic,  and 
St.  Mike’s,  New  was  set  back  by  un¬ 
defeated  defending  champs  Scar¬ 
borough  2-0  on  Nov.  21 

Due  to  exams  and  injuries  to  Jeff 
Wainglass,  Kevin  Carter,  and  Larry 
Sado,  New  played  with  only  ten 
skaters  but  still  managed  to  hold  the 
Scarberians  goal-less  until  the  final  5 
minutes  of  action.  Goaltender  Sante 
Aceti  gets  kudos  for  an  outstanding 


performance. 

New's  potent  offence  evaporated 
for  the  game,  but  scorers  such  as 
Dean  Shales  (hat  trick  against  SMC) 
and  David  Lauder  (netting  two)  are 
beginning  to  gel  on  track.  Carter,  who 
has  done  a  great  job  as  coach  since  in¬ 
juring  his  knee,  feels  the  team’s  main 
goal  should  be  to  nail  down  a  playoff 
spot  and  wait  for  the  wounded  players 
to  return.  Now  4-3  on  the  season, 
New  will  have  to  split  their  next  two 
games  before  Christmas  (Dec.  3  and 
5)  to  keep  one  of  the  four  playoff 
spots  in  control. 


Men’s  Soccer 

The  New  College  Division  IV  Men’s 
Soccer  Team  reigns  supreme,  having 
won  the  Championship  on  Thursday 
November  7  in  front  of  a  crowd  of 
three. 

The  semi-finals  pitted  the  team 
against  their  nemesis,  ALA.  The  first 
half  saw  New  score  on  a  beautiful 
three  way  passing  play.  The  team’s 
strong  play  continued  into  the  second 
half,  when  a  lapse  in  concentration 
allowed  ALA  to  tie  the  score.  This 
seemed  to  deflate  the  "New  College 
team  for  a  few  milliseconds,  but  the 
players  dug  in  and  replied  with  a 
second  goal  to  end  the  game. 

Going  into  the  fnals,  New  College 
faced  the  number  one  team  in  the 
league,  the  Wycliff  Saints.  The  game 
was  played  under  adverse  conditions. 
Two  inches  of  water  already  covered 
the  field  while  a  torrential  downpour 
added  more  water  every  hour. 

During  the  first  half  the  play  was 
fairly  even,  until  superstar  James 
McMillan  broke  free  on  the  right  side. 


Seconds  after  his  booming  shot  grazed 
the  top  of  the  crossbar  he  disappeared 
in  a  foui  ‘ain  of  mud  and  water. 
When  the  debris  had  settled,  Mc¬ 
Millan  lay  writhing  in  the  mud  with  a 
dislocated  shoulder.  At  the  17:35 
mark  of  the  second  half,  speedster 
Kevin  May  broke  dow  the  right  side 
of  the  field  and  played  a  beautiful 
cross  shot.  Tenacious,  and  ever 
dangerous  Mark  V Poppa”  Risman 
sprinted  in  from  tl\e  half  mark  and 
with  a  headlong  dive  directed  the  ball 
into  the  net.  The  fans  erupted  in 
paroxysms  of  orgasmic  delight. 

As  a  result  play  was  delayed  for 
several  minutes  while  the  grounds 
crew  cleared  the  field.  After  scoring 
the  goal,  the  New  College  team  passed 
content  to  sit  on  their  frail  lead,  as  the 
Saints  pressed  their  attack,  but  goal¬ 
keeper/coach  Russ  Howe  was  more 
than  equal  to  the  challenge  as  he  tur¬ 
ned  away  shot  after  shot.  Finally  the 
gun  sounded  signifying  the  end  of  the 
game  and  the  rise  of  a  New  College 
Soccer  Dynasty. 


All-Star  Football 

“It  just  wants  to  make  me 
sing. ..Moving  forward  using  all  my 
breath,  making  love  to  you  was  never 
second  best. ..rapped  in  a  state  of 
imaginary  grace  the  future’s  open 
wide...,”  chanted  New  College’s 
gleeful  defensive  back  Craig  Marshall 
after  the  Div.  II  allstar  intramural 
tackie  football  team  had  just  defeated 
the  highly  favoured  Div,  I  allstars  12-0 
on  a  snowy  afternoon,  Friday,  Nov. 
22.  Marshall,  who  intercepted  a  pass, 
along  with  5  other  New  College 
players  and  their  coach,  were  all 
chosen  to  the  Div.  II  alistar  team. 

With  clipboard  in  hand  and 
displaying  a  great  deal  of  perspicacity, 
Gernalissimo  Matt  ‘Splat’  Litvak 
directed  his  ground  troops  to  decisive 
victory.  Litvak  praised  the  efforts  of 
his  heavy  artillery  man.  punter/kicker 
Robert  Sills.  Sills’  30  yard  field  goal 
late  in  the  game  added  all  the  insuran¬ 
ce  the  Div.  II  allstars  needed.  A  mean 
inside  linebacker  during  the  regular 
season,  who  was  no  stranger  to  con¬ 


cussions,  Sills  responded  “Urn. ..Well. 
..No”  to  the  question  of  whether  he 
was  ever  in  doubt  about  his  field  goal. 

Adam  ‘Cliff’  Froman,  N.C.’s  6’2”, 
225  lb.  middle  linebacker,  was  moved 
to  the  outside  postion  for  this  game. 
‘Cliffs’  athletic  feats  against  the 
Div. I  allstars  were  outstanding.  In 
the  opposing  team’s  backfield  most  of 
the  game,  he  terrorized  the  Div.  1  OB. 
He  and  Greg  Thorpe,  another 
N.C.  rep  playing  defensive  end. 
teamed  up  to  pound  the  Div.  I  QB  to 
the  ground  The  brutal  Thorpe  also 
manhandled  the  offensive  line 
throughout  the  game. 

N.C.  veteran  Jonathan  Pete  an¬ 
chored  the  offensive  line,  which 
repeatedly  opened  cavernous  holes 
for  the  Div.  II  running  backs.  His  little 
brother.  Garth  ‘Studly’  Pete,  who  two 
out  of  every  three  girls  surveyed  at 
Wilson  Hall  would  love  to  ‘get  to 
know’  better  than  Don  Johnson, 
provided  the  blocking  and  catching  at 
tight  end  that  made  the  Div.  2  team  a 
powerhouse. 


Rugby 

It  was  cold,  wet,  and  muddy.  A  per¬ 
fect  day  for  rugby— at  least  for  the 
Erindale  II  side.  The  elements  had 
combined  to  severely  test  the  New 
R.F.C.  in  the  Division  II  final.  The 
superior  speed  and  ballhandling  of 
New  were  greatly  negated  by  the 
playing  conditions.  The  spirited  Erin¬ 
dale  side,  who  had  practiced  long  and 
hard,  was  also  standing  between  the 
boys  of  New  (what’s  a  practice?)  and 
victory. 

The  game  went  scoreless  for  60 
minutes,  though  New  had  some  chan¬ 
ces,  but  all  were  thwarted  by  a  wet, 
slick  ball  and  a  slippery  field.  The 
match  went  into  two  seven  minute 
overtime  periods.  New  posted  the  only 
points  of  the  match  on  a  long  try  in 
which  nearly  the  entire  team  handled 
the  ball.  The  only  players  who  didn’t 
were  those  who  had  rucked  the  ball 
away  from  Erindale. 

The  victory  was  more  than  sweet 
for  the  mud  clad  .players  who  then 
proceeded  to  invade  the  SAC  pub. 


Unfortunately,  quite  a  few  of  the 
players  had  played  their  last  match  for 
New  and  will  be  lost  through 
graduation.  However,  a  strong 
nucleus  of  players  remains  for  next 
year.  Also  next  year,  the  team  will 
seek  a  qualified  person  to  do  their 
laundry  to  ensure  their  shirts  come 
clean  after  matches,  unlike  what  hap¬ 
pened  this  year. 


N.C.  Division  II  rugby  champions 


Tuesday,  December  3,  1985 


The  New  Edition 


Post-season  pigskin  picks 


Three  short  weeks  remain  in  the  NFL  regular  season.  State-of-the-sport 
clubs  such  as  the  Chicago  Bears  have  assured  themselves  playoff  spots. 
However,  both  the  Dolphins  and  the  'Niners— last  year’s  Superbowl  com¬ 
batants— remain  unsure  of  a  post  season  berth. 

At  this  crucial  point  in  the  season  The  New  Edition  has  collected  pigskin 
pundits  from  gridirons  across  the  campus  and  challenged  them  to  predict  the 
playoffs.  Each  writer  will  receive  1  point  for  each  correct  prediction.  For 


example,  if  Chicago  faces  the  L.A.  Rams  in  the  NFC  championship  and 
Chicago  wins,  a  maximum  of  three  points  could  be  awarded.  One  point  for 
having  predicted  each  of  the  two  correct  teams  (for  a  possible  total  of  two 
points),  and  one  point  for  predicting  the  outcome  correctly.  A  perfect  score 
is  27.  Prizes  and  a  Predict  the  Superbowl  contest  will  be  announced  in 
January. 


NFC 


AFC 


Sal  Paradise 


Danas  •  San  Francisco 

San  Francisco  •  Chicago  L.A.  Rams  -  NY  Giants 
Chicago—  NY  Giants 
Chicago  Bears 

Frank  Bodo 

Dallas  •  San  Francisco 

San  Francisco  ■  Chicago  NY  Giants-  LA  Rams 
Chicago  -  NY  Giants 
Chicago  Bears 

Russ  Howe 

Dallas  •  San  Francisco 

San  Francisco  •  Chicago  LA  Rams  -  NY  Giants 
Chicago  -  LA  Rams 

Chicago  Bears 


NY  Jets-  LA  Raiders 

Denver-  LA  Raiders  Pittsburgh-  NE  Patriots 

LA  Raiders-NE  Patriots 
LA  Raiders 

Denver  -  NY  Jets 

NY  Jets  •  Miami  la  Raiders .  Pittsburgh 
Miami  -  LA  Raiders 
Miami  Dolphins 

Denver  -  NE  Patriots 

NE  Pats  -  LA  Raiders  Pittsburgh.  NY  Jets 
LA  Raiders  Pittsburgh 

Pittsburgh  Steelers 


wishes  one  and  all 

a  Merry  Christmas  and 
a  Happy  New  Year  and/or 
a  Happy  Chanukah! 
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SING  !  IT’S  XMAS 
,hose  books  and  find  the  true  meaning  of 
Christmas  The  Spirit  Committee  takes  New 
College  Christmas  caroling  on  Thursday, 

Room^w^'  ,he  second  "oor  Common 

Room  of  Wilson  Hall  at  10:00  p.m. 
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IT’S  YOUR  MONEY... 

Find  out  what  your  NCSC  fees  pay  for.  Pick  up 
your  NCSC  Services  Directory  at  the  NCSC  office 
or  at  Services  Directory  posters  located  around 
New  College. 
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